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CHAPTER  XIII. 

TOMMYKIN. 

It  was  quite  late  when  Stephen  got  back 
to  the  Rectory.  The  afternoon  was  gone  ; 
it  was  too  late  to  pay  any  more  parochial 
visits,  and  he  was  quite  half  a  dozen  visits 
short  of  the  weekly  total  the  Rector  expected 
him  to  make. 

He  had  been  running  backwards  and  for- 
wards to  Wellbrook  Cottage  all  the  after- 
noon, and  he  had  lost  his  dinner,  and  Mrs. 
Tom  didn't  seem  inclined  to  offer  him  any  tea. 

VOL.  II.  17 


2  TO  HIS  OWN  MASTER 

'  I  don't  think  you  must  interrupt  Mr. 
Banister,'  she  said,  when  she  met  Stephen 
in  the  hall,  with  the  temperance  pledge- 
book  under  his  arm  ;  he  wasn't  running 
now  ;  he  was  walking  slowly,  in  a  dispirited 
sort  of  way.  '  I  don't  think  he  must  be 
spoken  to  until  he  has  finished  his  sermon. 
I  don't  believe  he  has  begun  it  yet.  He 
hadn't  an  hour  ago,  when  I  looked  in.  He 
had  arrived  at  two  texts.  He  generally 
arrives  at  two  texts  about  midnight  on 
Saturdays,  and  I  left  him  balancing  them 
on  the  end  of  his  pen.  I  dare  say  he  is 
balancing  them  now.  I  wouldn't  disturb 
him  for  the  world.' 

Stephen  never  could  tell  when  Mrs.  Tom 
was  in  earnest.  She  was  always  so  full  of 
fun  ;  she  took  life  so  easily  ;  she  had  so  little 
to  trouble  her  ;  there  was  nothing  to  make 
her  in  earnest. 

Stephen  thought  he  had  never  seen  such 
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a  perfect  woman  In  his  life  as  his  Rector's 
wife.  She  was  always  sweet-tempered, 
happy,  smiling,  gracious  ;  she  never  had  a 
cloud  on  her  brow  ;  she  lived  in  an  atmo- 
sphere of  love,  security,  and  ease.  She  had 
everything  in  the  world  to  make  a  woman 
perfect. 

'  I  don't  think  I  need  disturb  him,'  Stephen 
said,  looking  at  her  with  a  distinct  feeling  of 
relief,  and  drawing  comparisons — dreadfully 
unfair  comparisons — between  her  and  the 
woman  he  had  left  pacing  up  and  down  the 
darkened  passage  of  Wellbrook  Cottage. 
*  Major  Grove  has  signed  the  pledge — and 
— and  I  trust  God  will  give  him  strength  to 
keep  it' 

He  didn't  speak  very  hopefully. 

'  Poor  fellow !'  Mrs.  Tom  said,  in  her 
pleasant  voice,  with  her  happy  smile — '  poor 
old  fellow  !' 

She  might  have  been  talking  about  a  lame 
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dog,  or  a  broken-down  old   horse,  instead  of 
a  broken-down,  halting  fellow-creature. 

'  They  are  in  great  trouble  at  the  Cottage,' 
Stephen  went  on  ;  her  bantering  tone  seemed 
to  grate  upon  his  ear,  though  he  would  not 
have  owned  it  for  the  world.  '  Mrs.  Grove 
has  had — a — a  stroke  of  some  kind,  and  is 
not  expected  to  live  through  the  night.' 

*  Oh,  I'm  so  sorry!  Could  we  do  any- 
thing ?' 

'No,  I'm  afraid  you  couldn't  do  anything 
-—at  least,  just  at  present.' 

'  You  will  let  me  know  if  I  can,'  she  called 
after  him  as  he  went  down  the  path  ;  '  you 
will  be  sure  to  let  me  know  if  there  is  any 
way  that  I  can  be  of  use  ?' 

'  I  will  be  sure  to  let  you  know,'  Stephen 
said,  and  then  he  hurried  down  the  path  and 
went  home  to  tea. 

Poppy  and  Tommykin  were  in  the  garden 
when    Stephen    went   away.       He    was    not 


TOMMYKIN  5 

running  now  ;  he  was  walking  quite  slowly, 
with  his  head  down  ;  he  was  so  absorbed 
with  his  reflections,  of  whatever  nature  they 
were,  that  he  did  not  see  the  children  play- 
ing on  the  lawn. 

They  had  not  quite  recovered  from  the 
recent  slight  ;  they  were  not  accustomed  to  be 
dismissed  in  a  hurry  ;  they  were  accustomed 
to  love,  joy,  petting,  spoiling,  worshipping,  and 
every  other  sweet  generous  thing  that  makes 
childhood  unfold  and  blossom  like  the  rose. 
They  hadn't  quite  got  over  it,  and  their 
feelings  were  ruffled,  and,  besides,  they  were 
very  much  engaged ;  their  attention  was 
wholly  engrossed  by  their  present  exciting 
occupation,  and  they  only  remarked  Stephen 
in  passing. 

They  were  having  a  race — a  hedgehog 
race. 

The  Rectory  garden  was  full  of  strange 
creatures — tortoises,  tame  toads,   hedgehogs, 


6  TO  HIS  OWN  MASTER 

and  there  were  a  pair  of  owls  in  the  ivy,  and 
a  squirrels'  nest  in  the  trunk  of  one  of  the 
big  trees.  The  children  had  no  lack  of 
furred  and  feathered  playmates,  if  hedgehogs 
can  be  included  in  either  category.  They 
had  two  hedgehogs  :  a  little  one,  and  a  big 
one  that  looked  like  a  broom  when  he  was 
curled  up.  He  was  curled  up  now,  and  he 
was  started  for  a  race — a  flat  race,  he  was 
not  good  at  jumping — with  his  more  nimble 
junior. 

He  had  been  started  several  times,  but 
he  had  run  crooked ;  he  had  declined  to 
keep  a  straight  course,  and  when  remon- 
strated with  he  had  curled  himself  up  into  a 
ball. 

He  was  curled  up  in  a  ball  now,  a  rather 
unpleasant  ball  to  toss  up  in  the  sky  and 
catch  when  it  happened  to  come  down,  and 
the  children  were  waiting  for  him  to  un- 
curl. 
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'  Do  oo  fink  de  miwacle's  done  ?'  Tommy 
asked  Poppy,  nodding  in  the  direction  of 
Stephen  as  he  crossed  the  lawn. 

'  I  don't  care  if  it's  done  or  it  isn't  done, 
and  I  don't  know  anything  about  miracles  ; 
I  never  saw  one,'  Poppy  said  pettishly.  She 
hadn't  forgiven  Stephen  yet.  '  I  wish  you'd 
make  him  uncurl  ;  that  would  be  something 
like  a  miracle.' 

'  No,  I  don't  fink  that  would  be  a 
miwacle,'  said  Tommy  kin,  shaking  his 
tumbled  curly  wig  with  an  air  of  immense 
wisdom  ;  '  it  would  be  too  easy.  It  would 
be  a  miwacle  if  he  was  to  turn  his  self 
inside  out,  with  all  the  prickles  inside,  and 
the  smooth  outside.' 

'  And  walk  about  ?' 

'  And  walk  about.' 

'  It  wouldn't  be  at  all  nice  ;  it  would  be 
very  uncomfortable.  I  shouldn't  like  to  be 
a  miracle.' 
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*  Miwacles  isn't  comfor'ble.  If  miwacles 
didn't  hurt  they  wouldn't  be  miwacles.' 

Then  all  at  once  the  hedgehog  uncurled 
and  began  to  run  a  race — a  rather  crooked 
one — without  the  intervention  of  a  miracle. 

When  Stephen  got  home  there  was  a 
note  on  his  table — a  little  dainty  note  with 
a  crest  upon  it.  He  took  it  up  and  read  it, 
not  very  eagerly,  and  in  spite  of  himself  his 
eyes  brightened  as  he  read  it. 

It  was  an  invitation  from  the  Baroness 
to  supper.  He  had  not  had  anything  to 
eat  since  breakfast,  and  he  had  gone  through 
a  good  deal  since  that  early  meal,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  exercise  he  had  taken.  It 
was  no  wonder  the  prospect  of  a  supper  at 
the  Hermitage  made  his  eyes  brighten.  We 
are  all  animals,  more  or  less,  and  the  near 
prospect  of  food,  the  scent  or  the  sight, 
sensibly  affects  that  feature  which  most 
readily  expresses  the  emotions  of  the  mind. 
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The  Baroness  was  noted  for  her  suppers  ; 
it  was  rumoured  she  cooked  them  herself. 
The  chef  who  presided  over  the  Hermitage 
kitchen  had  not  learnt  his  or  her  art  at 
Thorpe. 

There  were  yet  two  hours  to  supper- 
time,  and  there  was  a  choir  -  practice 
between. 

Stephen  hastily  swallowed  down  some  tea, 
and  went  over  to  the  church  directly  after. 
He  always  opened  and  closed  the  practice 
with  a  short  prayer,  when  the  Rector  was 
not  present.  He  was  quite  sure  not  to  be 
present  to-night  ;  being  Saturday  night,  ac- 
cording to  his  custom,  Banister  would  be  in 
his  study,  balancing  his  rival  texts. 

Mrs.  Tom  met  him  in  the  porch  ;  she  was 
as  nearly  being  angry  as  he  had  ever  seen 
her  in  his  life. 

'  Mr.  Hopner  hasn't  turned  up  again.  We 
put  off  the  practice  till  to-day  to  oblige  him, 
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and  he  is  late  again.  I  don't  think  we'll 
wait  for  him.  I  don't  believe  he  intends  to 
come.' 

'  No,'  said  Stephen,  '  I'm  afraid  he  doesn't. 
He  said  something  to  me  about  having  an 
engagement  to-day  in  Bicester,  and  not 
being  back  till  late.  I  think  we  must  try 
to  manage  without  him.' 

Mr.  Hopner  was  the  organist  of  St. 
Michael's,  and  of  late  he  had  been  neglectful 
of  his  duties.  He  was  trying  to  combine 
an  extensive  musical  practice  in  Bicester,  a 
town  twenty  miles  off,  with  his  regular  duties 
at  Thorpe  Regis,  and  between  the  two  stools 
he  fell  to  the  ground.  If  he  did  not  exactly 
fall  to  the  ground,  he  did  not  give  unmixed 
satisfaction  to  the  Rector  of  St.  Michael's. 
This  was  the  third  Saturday  he  had  been 
late,  and  on  the  last  Saturday  he  had  not 
turned  up  at  all.  The  choir  practice  had 
been  put  off  from   Thursday  to  Saturday  to 
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suit  his  convenience,  and  when  the  time 
came  he  did  not  turn  up. 

Stephen  knew  very  Httle  about  music,  but 
he  did  his  best,  and  Mrs.  Tom  played  the 
harmonium  while  the  children  sang.  They 
didn't  sing  very  well,  and  after  having  tried 
one  hymn  over  three  times,  they  sang  it  so 
dreadfully  that  there  was  nothing  to  be  done 
but  to  fall  back  upon  some  familiar  tune  that 
they  had  sung  over  and  over  again  and  they 
couldn't  make  a  mess  of. 

It  was  very  trying  to  Mrs.  Tom,  for  Lady 
Camilla  Bulstrode  was  at  the  Court,  and  she 
was  very  likely  to  come  over  for  the  afternoon 
service,  and  the  singing  would  be  dreadful. 

'  I  shall  tell  Tom,'  she  said  to  Stephen,  as 
they  came  out  of  church — she  often  spoke  of 
her  husband  as  '  Tom  '  to  his  curate  ;  she 
never  studied  proprieties — '  I  shall  tell  Tom 
to  look  out  for  another  organist  ;  we've  put 
up  with  Hopner's  neglect  long  enough.      It's 
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demoralizing  the  choir  and  ruining  the 
singing.' 

Stephen  couldn't  say  it  wasn't,  and  he  was 
not  particularly  fond  of  Mr.  Hopner.  He 
always  displayed  a  magnificent  indifference 
to  Stephen's  opinions  ;  he  was  above  receiv- 
ing suggestions  from  a  man  who  could  only 
play  a  hymn  tune  with  one  finger. 

'  Wherever  were  you  flying  along  in  such 
a  hurry  this  afternoon  ?'  the  Baroness  asked 
Stephen  before  she  gave  him  any  supper. 
'  You  might  have  been  civil  enough  to  stop 
one  moment  to  speak  to  me.  I  had  a 
message  for  you.' 

*A  message  for  me?  Oh,  I'm  so  sorry! 
I  couldn't  stop,  really.  I — I  was  going  to 
Wellbrook  Cottage.' 

'  Exacdy.' 

It  wasn't  the  innocent  litde  word,  but  the 
tone  in  which  she  said  it,  that  made  Stephen 
flush  so  hotly.      He  was  dreadfully  ashamed 
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of  himself  for  blushing  whenever  a  reference 
was  made  to  Wellbrook  Cottage  ;  it  seemed 
to  imply  an  unusual  interest  in  one  of  its 
inmates. 

Stephen  knew  quite  well  what  the  Baroness 
meant  when  she  said,  '  Exactly.' 

'  My  errand  was  to  Major  Grove,'  he  said 
stiffly  ;   '  he — he  has  signed  the  pledge.' 

*  Signed  the  pledge  !     Poor  soul !' 

There  really  was  pity  as  well  as  surprise 
in  her  voice.  It  was  no  longer  cooing  or 
vindictive.  There  was  a  genuine  ring  in  it, 
for  once,  of  pity,  the  real  thing,  not  the  sham 
thing. 

'Why  do  you  say  ''poor  soul  "  ?'  Stephen 
asked  impatiently.  He  couldn't  see  why 
she  should  pity  the  man  for  signing  the 
pledge.  It  was  the  only  thing  he  could  do 
to  get  out  of  the  pit  into  which  he  had 
fallen. 

*  I   was  thinking  what    he  has  got  before 
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him,'  she  said — '  what  a  struggle  he  will 
have !  It  will  be  like  wild  horses  dragging 
him  asunder.  He  will  never  be  able  to  keep 
it.  Let  him  try,  try,  try,  it  will  be  all  the 
same  ;  he  will  be  sure  to  break  down.  It 
is  more  than  human  nature  can  bear.  Oh, 
you  must  not  be  very  angry  with  him  if  he 
gives  in !' 

'  I  shall  be  disappointed,'  said  Stephen. 
'  He  has  not  taken  it  in  his  own  strength  ; 
if  he  is  kept  it  will  be  by  prayer  ;  we  must 
all  pray  for  him.' 

'  I  don't  see  that  that  will  do  him  any 
good,'  the  Baroness  said,  shrugging  her 
shoulders.  '  Some  strong  soup  will  do  him 
more  good.  He  ought  to  have  some  rich 
soup,  rich  and  strong,  ready  for  him  when- 
ever the  dreadful  craving  comes  upon  him. 
He  ought  not  to  be  left  a  minute  without 
someone  to  look  after  him  and  feed  him 
up.' 
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Stephen  sighed  involuntarily.  He  wanted 
feeding  up  himself  just  then  badly,  and 
he  was  picturing  how  the  wretched  man  he 
had  left  cowering  over  that  empty  grate 
would  feel  when  the  craving  assailed  him, 
and  there  was  no  one  by  to  offer  him  so 
much  as  a  cup  of  tea. 

He  told  the  Baroness  while  he  sat  at 
supper,  and  he  sat  a  long  time  over  the 
meal — there  was  no  hurry,  no  changing  of 
plates  directly  one  dropped  one's  knife  and 
fork  for  a  second  ;  the  boy  in  buttons  took 
his  time  over  that  ceremony — he  told  the 
Baroness  all  about  the  trouble  at  Wellbrook 
Cottage. 

He  didn't  say  anything  about  that  fracas 
in  the  night  when  the  girls  had  surprised 
their  father  in  a  fit  of  delirium  tremens. 
He  explained  that  Mrs.  Grove  had  had  a 
seizure  of  some  kind,  and  was  not  expected 
to   live  through    the    night.      The   girls    had 
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enough  to  do  to  look  after  their  mother 
without  making  soup  for  the  penitent,  broken- 
down  old  man. 

'  There  is  another  girl  come  home  ?'  the 
Baroness  asked  suspiciously,  watching 
Stephen's  face  with  her  shining  bead-like 
eyes. 

He  didn't  blush  now.  He  rather  smiled 
when  he  recalled  the  vision  Doll  had 
appeared  to  him  when  he  ran  across  her  in 
the  lane,  and  what  a  lovely  waxen  doll  she 
looked  as  she  lay  sleeping  in  the  hammock. 
Thines  had  changred  in  the  last  few  hours, 
and  he  had  seen  that  there  were  two  aspects 
to  Doll's  beauty.  He  had,  as  it  were,  been 
admitted  behind  the  scenes  ;  he  had  seen 
her  when  the  curtain  was  down. 

'  Ye — es,'  he  said,  speaking  with  some 
reluctance  and  hesitation — he  always  hesi- 
tated when  he  spoke  about  other  women  to 
the    Baroness — '  ye — es,     there     is    another 
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Miss  Grove  who  has  returned  from  Germany 
lately.  Her  name  is  Dolores,  but  they  call 
her  Doll — and — and  she  is  well  named  :  she 
is  exactly  like  a  doll.' 

Stephen  laughed. 

It  did  him  good  to  laugh  ;  he  had  been 
as  solemn  as  an  owl  all  day,  and  it  was  quite 
a  relief  to  laugh. 

'  How  is  she  like  a  doll  ?  Is  she  fair  and 
flaxen,  with  big  foolish  blue  eyes  ?' 

The  Baroness  held  other  women's  charms 
cheap,  and  she  appraised  them  in  her  own 
delicate  way. 

'  No  ;  she  is  not  exactly  flaxen,  and  I  don't 
think  her  eyes  are  blue.  They  match  her 
hair,  I  believe.' 

'  What  colour  is  her  hair  ?' 

*  Her  hair  is  red.  It  is  not  the  aesthetic 
name  for  it,  but  when  I  was  a  boy  we  used 
to  call  that  colour  red.' 

*  Red  hair  and  eyes  !     Why,  she  must  be 
VOL.  II.  18 
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a  perfect  fright !  She  can't  be  the  least  like 
a  doll.' 

The  Baroness  was  quite  in  a  good  temper, 
Stephen's  description  of  the  beauty  of  Well- 
brook  Cottage  that  the  masculine  portion 
of  Thorpe  Regis  was  raving  about  was  a 
great  relief  to  her  ;  it  had  set  her  mind  at 
rest.  She  thought  Stephen  would  have 
gone  with  the  herd.  He  could  never  be  in 
love  with  a  girl  with  red  hair  and  red  eyes. 

'  Why  did  she  come  back  from  Germany  ?' 
she  asked,  only  half  satisfied. 

'  I  can't  say.  I  believe  she  was  at  a 
school  there.  It  is  lucky  she  came  back 
when  she  did,  now  that  Miss  Grove  has  two 
invalids  on  her  hands.' 

He  couldn't  think  why  people  were  always 
plying  him  with  questions  about  the  inmates 
of  Wellbrook  Cottage.  He  would  have 
to  invent  two  sets  of  excuses  :  one  for  Major 
Grove,  and  one  for  Doll. 
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Before  he  went  Stephen  told  the  Baroness 
about  the  choir  practice,  and  how  badly 
Hopner  had  served  them. 

'  I  think  Mrs.  Banister  has  set  her  mind 
upon  having  a  fresh  organist,'  he  said  as  he 
came  away. 

'  I  know  a  man  who  would  suit  exactly,'  the 
Baroness  said,  as  she  stood  talking  to  him 
in  the  doorway  ;  she  always  went  out  to  the 
door  with  him,  and  sometimes  she  walked 
through  the  shrubbery  to  the  front-gate,  and 
the  big  black  cat,  sometimes  half  a  dozen 
cats,  softly  pattered  after  her.  'He  is  a 
lovely  violinist,  and  a  member  of  the 
Academy  ;  he  might  come  down  here  if  it 
were  worth  his  while,  and  he  could  get 
pupils.' 

'  Where  is  he  now  ?'  Stephen  asked. 

'He  is  in  Germany.  He  was  at  Berlin 
when  I  last  heard  from  him,  and  he  was 
looking  out  for  something  in  England.      He 
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speaks  English  perfectly  ;  he  has  lived  here 
half  his  life.     Shall  I  write  to  him  about  it  ?' 

'  You  could  mention  it  to  him,'  Stephen 
said  doubtfully ;  '  but  I  don't  know  what 
Mrs.  Banister  will  say  to  a  German.  There 
would  be  no  harm  in  mentioning  it  to  him.' 


CHAPTER    XIV. 

POOR    AND    PROUD. 

The  Baroness  Eberlein  never  did  things  by 
halves.  She  went  back,  when  she  had  shut 
the  garden-gate  upon  Stephen,  and  gave 
instructions  about  some  soup — rich,  strong 
soup,  strong  enough  to  satisfy  any  reasonable 
craving — and  then  she  sat  down  and  wrote 
a  letter  to  the  musical  professor  in  Germany. 
The  curate  of  St.  Michael's,  some  people 
remarked — young  ladies  mostly,  who  are 
close  observers  of  curates — looked  jaded  and 
tired  as  he  followed  his  Rector  out  of  the 
vestry,  and  took  his  seat  in  the  reading-desk 
the  next  morning. 
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His  face  was  paler  than  usual,  and  there 
were  dark  lines  under  his  eyes,  as  if  he  had 
passed  a  sleepless  night. 

There  was  nothing  to  keep  him  from 
sleeping  ;  he  had  no  sermon  to  prepare ; 
the  duties  of  the  morrow  need  not  have 
weighed  heavily  upon  his  burdened  mind 
and  kept  him  awake. 

Now,  if  it  had   been   his   Rector  the  case 

would   have  been  different.     Tom   Banister, 

with  his  accustomed  procrastination,  had  put 

off  his   Sunday   morning's   sermon   until  too 

•    late  on  Saturday  night  to  finish  it. 

At  ten  o'clock  he  had  settled  on  a  text, 
and  at  midnight  he  had  done  two  hours' 
work  at  it  ;  then,  feeling  tired,  he  had  gone 
to  bed.  It  is  one  thing  to  go  to  bed,  and 
another  thing  to  sleep,  especially  if  one  has 
been  doing  hard  mental  work  up  to  the  last 
minute.  The  human  brain  isn't  unlike  a 
clock  :  when  it  is  wound  up  it  will  go  on  in 
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spite  of  all  efforts  to  stop  it,  until  it  runs 
down  of  its  own  accord. 

The  tardy  sermon  wouldn't  give  Banister 
any  sleep  when  he  did  go  to  bed  ;  it  insisted 
on  going  on,  whether  he  would  or  not,  with 
weary  insistence,  firstly,  secondly,  thirdly. 
It  didn't  stop  at  thirdly  ;  it  went  on  to 
thirteenthly,  and  then  Banister  could  stand 
it  no  longer,  and  he  jumped  out  of  bed  and 
dragged  on  some  clothes,  and  went  down  to 
his  study  and  wrote  till  daybreak. 

There  would  have  been  some  excuse  for 
him  being  tired,  but  he  was  as  fresh  as  a 
rose  compared  to  his  curate. 

The  Baroness  was  there  in  the  front  seat, 
watching  Stephen  all  through  the  service. 
She  saw  the  dark  lines  under  his  eyes,  and 
his  voice,  she  remarked,  was  tired  like  his 
face,  and  once  or  twice  he  made  a  mistake 
in  the  prayers. 

It  was  not   a   new  thing  for  him  to  make 
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mistakes  in  reading  the  service  ;  he  some- 
times left  out  a  whole  sentence,  or  read  the 
wrong  verse  of  the  Psalms  and  put  every- 
body out.  He  generally  did  it  when  he 
looked  up  and  caught  the  Baroness  watching 
him.  He  had  a  dread  of  meeting  her  yellow 
watchful  eyes  in  church  ;  they  always  upset 
him,  and  made  the  '  ordered  words  asunder 
fly; 

They  upset  him  to-day,  and  he  looked  the 
other  way.  He  never  once  looked  down 
the  church  all  through  the  sermon,  when  his 
eyes  had  liberty  to  wander.  He  stared  at 
the  monuments  of  the  old  dead  and  gone 
rectors  on  the  chancel  wall,  and  once  or 
twice  he  fell  asleep. 

The  Baroness  met  him  coming  out  of 
church  ;  she  had  waited  for  him  in  the  porch, 
she  and  Bebee.  She  had  on  an  astonishing 
gown  and  a  fearful  and  wonderful  bonnet,  and 
Beb6e  wore  an   absurd    child's  frock  with  a 
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gathered  yoke  and  a  long  clinging  skirt  of 
some  soft  material,  with  a  sash  tied  under 
her  arms.  Everybody  turned  to  look  at 
them  as  they  came  out  of  church.  Stephen 
would  have  given  anything  to  have  slunk 
away,  but  he  couldn't  get  from  the  vestry- 
door  to  the  road  without  passing  the  porch, 
unless  he  jumped  over  the  graves. 

'  So  you  have  been  up  all  night,'  the 
Baroness  said,  when  Stephen  came  up  to 
her.  '  You  have  been  staying  up  with  that 
poor  man  all  night.' 

'  No  ;  I  have  not  been  up  with  him  ;  I 
have  not  seen  him  since  yesterday,'  Stephen 
said  ;  but  he  didn't  look  at  her  as  he  spoke  ; 
he  was  looking-  straight  before  him. 

'  But  you  have  been  up  all  night  ;  you 
have  been  watchincy  with  the  orirls.  Is  the 
mother  dead  yet  ?' 

'  No — o,  Mrs.  Grove  is  not  dead.  I — I 
have  been  to   the  Cottage  this  morning  and 
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inquired  for  her  ;  she  is  better,  if  anything  ; 
she  has  recovered  consciousness.' 

The  Baroness  was  not  satisfied. 

'  I  am  sure  you  have  been  up  all  night,' 
she  said  ;   '  you  had  better  say  so.' 

Stephen  flushed  hotly. 

He  wasn't  answerable  to  this  woman  if 
he  chose  to  sit  up  all  night,  but  she  had  a 
way  of  getting  his  little  secrets  out  of  him 
that  he  couldn't  understand.  He  couldn't 
keep  anything  from  her. 

*  I  didn't  go  to  bed  till  late,'  he  said 
guiltily.  '  I  thought  there  might  be  some 
difficulty  with  the  Major,  after  what  you 
said.  I  thought  he  might  break  out — it 
would  have  been  too  dreadful,  with  that  poor 
woman  dying  upstairs.  I  did  not  know 
what  might  happen,  so  I  walked  up  and 
down  the  lane  for  an  hour  or  so,  that  I 
might  be  at  hand — if — if  I  was  needed.' 

'  You    walked    about   that  nasty  wet  lane 
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all  night,  and  it  was  raining  hard  ;  you  must 
have  got  soaked  to  the  skin.  You  have 
caught  a  fine  cold  for  your  pains,  and  it 
serves  you  right !  I  have  not  patience  with 
such  folly !' 

The  Baroness  was  very  angry,  and  she 
raised  her  voice,  as  she  always  did  when 
she  was  much  moved,  and  the  people  coming 
out  of  church  heard  her  bullying  the  curate 
all  the  way  down  the  path. 

She  drove  over  to  Wellbrook  Cottage 
between  the  services  to  find  out  for  herself 
how  matters  stood.  Doll,  looking  out  of  the 
window,  saw  the  pony-chaise  with  the  old 
piebald  pony  stopping  at  the  gate.  The 
Baroness  had  come  to  Thorpe  not  long- 
before  Doll  went  away  to  Germany,  and 
this  was  the  first  time  she  had  seen  her. 
She  thought  it  was  Lady  Camilla,  and  she 
was  all  of  a  flutter. 

'  Quick,    Leah,    quick !    there's  a   carriage 
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Stopping  at  the  gate.  Take  off  that  dirty 
apron,  and  put  your  cap  straight.  Oh,  I 
do  wish  you'd  keep  your  cap  straight !' 

Leah  grinned  and  dragged  her  cap  a  Httle 
more  awry,  and  fumbled  with  her  apron- 
strings,  and  in  the  middle  of  the  performance 
the  Baroness's  page-boy  thundered  at  the 
door.  He  didn't  knock,  he  thundered,  and 
nearly  jumped  the  Major,  who  was  dozing, 
out  of  his  chair. 

Leah  opened  the  door  in  fear  and  trembling, 
and  beheld  a  vision  in  buttons  on  the  door- 
step. There  was  a  crest  on  every  one  of 
the  gilt  buttons,  and  a  cockade  on  his  hat, 
and,  as  Leah  expressed  it,  she  was  fit  to 
sink  into  the  earth  at  the  sight.  The  affable 
youth  handed  in  a  basket  and  the  Baroness's 
card,  and  said  his  mistress  would  be  glad 
to  hear  how  Major  and  Mrs.  Grove  were 
this  morning,  and  the  young  ladies. 

Leah  took  the  basket  and  the  card  in  to 
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Doll,  who  was  listenlngr  with  the  door  of 
the  inner  room  half  open,  but  she  forgot  half 
the  message  by  the  way. 

Doll  glanced  eagerly  at  the  card,  on  which 
was  inscribed  in  old  English  letters  : 

'  Eberlein  ?  Eberlein  ?  Where  had  she 
heard  the  name  ?'  she  asked  herself,  as  she 
turned  over  the  card  ;  and  then  she  opened 
the  basket. 

It  was  a  dainty  basket,  and  within,  covered 
with  a  damask  cloth,  was  a  basin  of  soup — 
thick,  rich,  solid  soup.  Doll  looked  at  the 
card,  and  looked  at  the  soup,  and  then  she 
saw  a  slip  of  paper  in  the  basket  beside  the 
basin,  which  explained  matters. 

The  Baroness,  so  the  letter  ran,  begged 
the  ladies  to  pardon  the  liberty  she  was 
taking  in  sending  the  soup  ;  but  she  had 
heard  of  their  trouble  from    Mr.  Dash  wood, 
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and  she  had  ventured  to  send  the  soup, 
hoping  it  might  be  acceptable  at  this  trying 
time,  when  their  hands  would  be  too  full 
with  their  dear  invalid  to  attend  to  the 
Major,  and  just  now  it  was  important  that 
he  should  be  kept  up  with  soups — strong 
soups. 

Mary  Grove  came  in  while  Doll  was 
reading  the  letter  ;  she,  too,  had  heard  the 
carriage  stop  at  the  gate,  and  seen  the 
page-boy  come  up  to  the  house  with  the 
basket. 

She  lifted  the  lid  of  the  basket,  and  then 
she  read  the  letter  over  Doll's  shoulder. 

'  Soup  !'  she  exclaimed.  '  Soup  !  Does 
the  woman  think  we  are  paupers  ?' 

Her  face  had  grown  scarlet,  and  her  eyes 
were  flashing.  She  took  the  basket  from 
her  sister,  and  went  to  the  door  and  called 
Leah. 

^Leah!  Leah!' 
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There  was  a  sharp  ring  of  pain  in  Mary 
Grove's  voice  that  Doll  had  never  heard 
before,  not  even  when  she  had  wrested  the 
murderous  weapon  from  her  father. 

'  What  are  you  going  to  do  ?'  Doll  asked, 
trembling  before  the  fury  in  her  eyes. 

*  Do  ?  I  am  going  to  send  it  back !  We 
don't  want  her  pity  or  her  alms.  Oh,  how 
low  we  must  have  fallen  !' 

Leah  stood  white  and  frightened  in  the 
doorway  ;  she  had  never  seen  her  mistress 
in  a  passion  before.  Mary  Grove  pushed 
her  aside. 

'  I  will  give  the  message  myself,'  she  said  ; 
'  there  must  be  no  mistake  about  it.' 

She  went  out  in  the  passage,  and  Doll 
heard  her  talking  to  the  page-boy  who  had 
brought  the  basket,  and  presently  the  door 
shut  behind  him. 

It  is  sad  to  relate  that  it  shut  with  a 
bang. 
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'  Oh,  Mary-gold,  what  have  you  done  ?' 
Doll  moaned,  with  the  tears  positively 
smarting  in  her  eyes.  *  You  have  turned 
away  the  only  person  who  has  shown  us 
any  kindness !  You  won't  let  us  have  any 
friends.  You  turn  everybody  away  that 
would  be  kind.  It  is  mean,  and  cruel,  and 
shameful !' 

Doll  was  really  crying  now  with  vexation 
and  disappointment.  She  was  thinking  how 
nice  it  would  be  to  be  taken  up  by  a  real 
Baroness,  and  to  drive  about  in  a  low  pony- 
carriage,  with  a  page  in  livery  behind. 

'  We  are  not  paupers  yet,'  Mary-gold  said 
hotly  ;  '  we  don't  want  doles  of  broth  and 
bread.  They  will  be  bringing  wine  next, 
and  tea ' 

'  No,  I  don't  think  they  will  bring  wine/ 
Doll  said,  making  a  little  77totie ;  '  it  might 
tempt  us  to  break  the  pledge.' 

'That's  just  it,'   said    Mary-gold  bitterly; 
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*  it's  all  over  the  town  now  that  papa  has 
signed  the  pledge ! — that  he  has  put  down 
his  name — our  name  —  among"  all  the  com- 
mon  drunkards.  Oh,  how  could  Mr.  Dash- 
wood  have  told  that  woman  ?' 

The  Baroness  had  driven  away  furious  ; 
Mary  Grove's  scornful  message  had  stung 
her  to  the  quick.  What  she  had  meant  in 
kindness  had  been  taken  as  an  insult,  and 
her  gift  had  been  returned  to  her.  Her 
letter  and  card  had  been  returned,  too,  and 
were  inside  the  basket  with  the  soup.  The 
piebald  pony  had  a  mauvais  qztart  d' hettre, 
and  arrived  at  the  Hermitage  reeking,  and 
with  a  nasty  cut  over  his  left  ear. 

Stephen  walked  up  to  Wellbrook  Cottage 
after  the  service  in  the  afternoon  to  inquire 
after  Mrs.  Grove,  but  Mary-gold  would  not 
see  him. 

*  Mrs.  Grove  was  no  worse,  and  she  was 
still   conscious,'    the    servant   said,    and    she 
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believed    the    Major  was    asleep.       He    had 
been  sleeping  nearly  all  the  day. 

Stephen  was  going  away,  when  Doll  came 
running  on  tip-toe  down  the  passage  and 
called  him  back.  She  put  her  finger  to  her 
lip  and  led  him  sofdy  into  Mary's  room  and 
closed  the  door. 

'  A  dreadful  thing  has  happened,'  she  said, 
when  she  had  closed  the  door. 

Stephen  turned  quite  white,  and  his  knees 
trembled  under  him.  He  thought  the  Major 
had  broken  out  again,  and  killed  somebody 
else — perhaps  Mary-gold. 

He  hadn't  much  faith  in  his  protege. 

'  You  don't  mean '  he  began. 

'  Oh,  I  don't  mean  anything  of  that  sort,' 
Doll  interrupted  impatiently,  seeing  his 
startled  look.  '  Only  Mary-gold  has  been 
behaving  like — like  a  bear  !'  She  was  going 
to  say  '  like  a  beast,'  but  she  checked  herself 
in  time.      '  She  has   sent  away  a  woman,    a 
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lady  of  title — I  didn't  know  there  was  such 
a  grand  person  living  in  Thorpe — in  a  tower- 
ing passion.  I  saw  by  the  way  she  flicked 
at  that  inoffensive  piebald  pony  that  she  was 
in  a  rage.  Mary-gold  wasn't  even  civil  to 
her  when  she  sent  to  inquire  after  mamma  ; 
and — and  she  sent  back  her  soup— such 
lovely  rich  soup  ! — that  she  brought  for  papa, 
with  some  dreadful  message.  Oh,  you  don't 
know  what  a  temper  Mary-gold  has  when 
she  is  set  up.' 

Stephen  smiled ;  he  couldn't  help  it, 
though  there  was  a  cloud  on  his  face  ;  he 
could  not  help  picturing  the  Baroness  driving 
away  in  a  rage,  carrying  the  rejected  soup 
back  with  her  ;  he  knew  exactly  how 
she  would  take  it  out  of  the  poor  old 
pony. 

'  It  was  the  Baroness  Eberlein,'  he  said. 
'  She  stayed  up  all  night  to  make  that  soup. 
She  offered    it — she  brought   it  herself,   you 


36  TO  HIS  OWN  MASTER 

say — with  the  kindest  motives.  I  am  sorry 
your  sister  refused  It' 

'Ah,  I  knew  Mary-gold  was  making  a 
beast  of  herself!  Oh,  If  I  could  only  have 
managed  It  without  her  knowing !  She 
looked  such  a  dear  thing,  waiting  In  her 
carriage  at  the  gate.  I  have  never  seen  a 
handsomer  rug  than  she  had  over  her  knees. 
I  would  have  given  anything  to  have  known 
her.' 

'  She  is  very  kind,'  Stephen  said  gravely — 
*  kind  and  hospitable  ;  she  has  a  very  good 
heart  ;     she     would     make     any    sacrifice — 

for '      He  was    going  to   say   '  for  those 

she  loved,  but  he  said  '  for  people  she  liked ' 
instead.  '  It  would  be  better  to  have  her 
for  a  friend  than  an  enemy.  A  good  lover 
is  generally  a  good  hater.' 

He  had  forgotten  Doll's  presence,  and 
was  speaking  to  himself  as  he  made  this 
summary  of  the  Baroness's  character. 
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'  She  will  never  be  a  friend  now,'  Doll 
said  disconsolately.  '  She  will  always  hate 
us.  Oh,  I  wish  I  had  not  let  Mary-gold 
know  !  I  should  have  managed  it  all  right 
if  she  hadn't  come  downstairs.' 

Stephen  was  not  so  sure  that  Doll  would 
have  managed  better  if  she  had  been  left  to 
herself.  He  was  not  at  all  sure  that  the 
Baroness's  love  was  more  to  be  desired  than 
her  hate. 

He  saw  the  Major  before  he  went  away. 
Mary  Grove  would  not  have  let  him  see  her 
father  to-day,  but  he  could  twist  Doll  round 
his  finger. 

The  doctor  had  seen  him,  she  explained, 
the  night  before,  and  had  given  him  a 
draught — a  sleeping  draught,  most  likely, 
as  he  had  slept  nearly  all  the  night,  and  he 
had  been  in  a  drowsy  condition  all  the  day. 
Most  likely  he  was  not  really  awake  yet. 

Stephen  followed  her  into   the   room,   the 
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downstair  room  where  Major  Grove  had 
lived  since  that  dreadful  thing  had  happened 
to  his  wife.  A  blanket  had  been  brought 
down  for  him,  and  a  pillow,  and  they  had 
been  thrown  in  a  heap  on  the  sofa  which 
served  for  a  bed. 

Very  little  attention  had  been  paid  to  the 
comfort  of  the  miserable  man  who  had 
brought  all  this  trouble  upon  them.  No 
doubt  everything  had  been  done  for  him  that 
he  deserved,  and  more — but  that  was  not 
much. 

The  grate,  in  which  a  choked,  reluctant 
fire  was  feebly  burning,  had  not  been  swept 
up  for  days.  On  the  table  was  an  untasted 
cup  of  cold  tea  or  coffee,  and  a  tray  with  an 
unsavoury  meal,  also  untasted,  was  beside  it. 

*  He  has  not  tasted  any  food  since  you 
were  here  yesterday,'  Doll  explained  in  her 
indifferent  way. 

He    was   still   crouching   over   the   fire   in 
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the  old  attitude,  with  his  face  buried  in  his 
hands. 

He  looked  up  when  Stephen  entered, 
and  he  could  not  help  seeing  the  change 
the  last  twenty-four  hours  had  wrought  in 
him. 

His  face  was  not  only  pale  and  emaciated, 
but  it  was  shrunken.  It  seemed  to  have 
shrunk  during  the  night.  The  eyes  were 
no  longer  dim  and  hopeless  ;  they  were  un- 
naturally bright,  and  there  was  a  wild, 
hunted  look  in  them  Stephen  had  never 
seen  in  any  eyes  before. 

'  Oh,  you  have  come,'  he  said.  '  I  waited 
until  you  came.  You  must  give  me  back 
my  promise  !  I  have  kept  it — for — for 
twenty-four  hours,  and  now  you  must  give 
it  me  back.  I  cannot  keep  it  an  hour — a 
second  longer !  I  warned  you  I  should 
break  it.  I  must  have  some  whisky ;  1 
cannot    live    without    it.       I    have    a    raging 
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devil  within  me.  I  must  have  whisky,  or 
I  shall  go  mad  or  die !' 

He  really  looked  like  going  mad,  with 
that  dreadful  wildness  in  his  eyes,  which 
were  eager  and  bloodshot  ;  his  lips  were 
trembling,  his  hands  trembling,  and  his 
cheeks  twitching. 

'  No,  you'll  not  go  mad,'  Stephen  said 
soothingly,  '  and  I  don't  think  you  are  going 
to  die  yet ;'  and  then  he  looked  round  to  see 
what  there  was  at  hand  to  satisfy  the  craving 
of  exhausted  nature,  the  awful  inward  crav- 
ing that  amounted  to  a  ravenous  devour- 
ing hunger  or  thirst  that  had  come  upon 
him. 

There  was  nothing  there — nothing  ready 
to  meet  that  ravenous  desire,  nothing  but 
a  cup  of  cold  tea  and  a  burnt  mutton 
chop. 

Oh,  what  Stephen  would  have  given  at 
that    moment    for    the    soup,    the   rich    solid 
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soup  the  Baroness  had  stayed  up  half  the 
night  to  make  ! 

It  might  have  saved  him,  body  and  soul, 
if  it  had  been  at  hand,  hot  and  fragrant. 

It  would  have  poured  new  life  into  that 
wasted  body.  It  would*  have  given  him 
strength  to  fight  the  Devil. 

The  cold  tea  was  worse  than  useless  ;  the 
blackened  chop  the  Major  could  not  have 
swallowed  a  morsel  of  if  he  had  tried.  His 
throat  was  parched  and  hot — burning  hot, 
like  a  fiery  furnace.  A  hogshead  of  cold 
tea  could  not  have  slaked  such  thirst. 

Stephen  looked  round  with  angry  impa- 
tience, and  with  a  prayer  on  his  lip.  He 
never  would  forgive  Mary  Grove  for  sending 
away  that  soup.  What  was  her  pride,  her 
senseless,  idiotic  pride,  compared  to  the  loss 
of  a  soul  ? 

In  that  hasty  look  round  at  the  littered 
table    and  the  unsavoury  viands,  something 
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caught  his  eye.  It  was  only  a  doctor's 
bottle  with  a  label  on  it  :  '  The  draught,  to 
be  repeated  when  necessary.' 

He  flew  to  the  bottle  and  poured  out  the 
contents  in  a  glass  ;  there  was  only  one  dose 
left.  His  hand  shook  as  he  poured  it  out; 
he  had  almost  given  up  the  game  ;  he 
thought  he  was  beaten,  and  he  clutched  at 
the  phial  like  a  drowning  man  clutches  at  a 
straw. 

'  I  think  you  must  drink  this,'  he  said, 
holding  the  glass  to  the  Major's  trembling 
lips ;  '  drink  this  first,  and  then  we'll  talk 
about  the  whisky.' 

He  expected  the  Major  to  dash  the  glass 
from  his  hands ;  he  would  not  have  been 
surprised  at  anything.  The  poor  wretch 
was  trembling  and  shaking  in  every  limb, 
and  his  eyes  were  fierce  with  desire,  and 
his  pale,  parched  lips  were  yearning  for  the 
draught  that  Stephen  held  out. 
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There  was  a  talisman  in  the  word 
'  whisky ' ! 

He  seized  the  glass  and  drank  the  con- 
tents eagerly. 

He  lay  back  in  his  chair  after  he  had 
swallowed  it,  and  Stephen  saw  the  fierce  light 
die  out  of  his  eyes,  and  the  trembling  lips 
grow  still,  and  a  great  peace  came  over  the 
poor  stricken  face,  and  the  eyelids  drooped, 
and  he  fell  asleep. 

Stephen  left  him  sleeping  in  his  chair, 
and  he  went  out  into  the  passage  with  Doll. 

'  I  think  it  is  a  great  pity  your  sister  sent 
away  the  soup,'  he  said.  '  It  might  have 
saved  him.  Everything  depends  upon  his 
being  kept  up.  You  cannot  understand 
what  the  exhaustion  is,  the  awful  craving 
that  comes  upon  him.  It  will  come  upon 
him  again  when  he  awakes  ;  this  dose  will 
give  him  a  few  hours'  sleep,  and  when  he 
awakes    the    craving    will  be    stronger    than 
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ever.  You  must  meet  it  with  food,  with 
nourishment  in  a  condensed  and  liquid  form. 
You  cannot  give  him  soup  too  rich  or  too 
strong.  If  you  have  not  any  ready  for  him 
when  he  awakes,  all  the  good  that  has  been 
done  will  be  undone.  1  am  afraid  this  is  his 
last  chance/ 

He  had  no  idea  he  could  be  so  angry 
with  anyone  as  he  was  with  Mary  Grove 
for  sending  away  that  soup. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

A    ROW    ROYAL. 

The  Baroness  was  not  angry  without  reason. 
She  did  well  to  be  angry  ;  only  she  needn't 
have   taken  it   out   of  Annette,    and   Bebee 
and    the    cats,    as  she  had   already   taken    it 
out  of  the  old  piebald  pony. 

There  was  a  row  royal  when  she  got  back 
to  the  Hermitage,  and  there  was  no  dinner 
for  anybody,  and  nobody  went  to  church 
either  in  the  afternoon  or  the  evening  of 
that  unhappy  day. 

At  least,  there  was  a  form  of  dinner.  It 
was  put  upon  the  table,  and  the  page  waited 
and  grinned  behind  the   Baroness's  chair,  but 
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it  was  an  empty  form,  and  the  dishes  were 
removed  untasted. 

The  soup  was  burnt  —  at  least,  the 
Baroness  said  it  was — and  the  entrdes — she 
was  very  particular  about  the  entries — were 
nearly  cold,  and  the  curry  was  execrable, 
and  the  pudding — there  was  a  lovely  light 
pudding  after,  all  froth  and  cream — was  not 
fit  for  a  pig  to  eat ! 

She  never  tasted  one  of  these  dishes  her- 
self; she  only  turned  them  over  with  a 
spoon  and  sniffed  at  them,  and  she  prevented 
Bebee  tasting  them,  though  her  mouth  was 
watering  for  the  curry  and  it  was  her 
favourite  pudding. 

She  bullied  Bebee  all  the  time  she  sat 
at  the  table,  and  she  got  up  as  she  had  sat 
down,  without  eating  a  morsel. 

'Why  didn't  you  tell  me  the  girl  was  a 
pig  ?'  she  said.  '  An  ill-mannered,  ungrateful 
pig  !     Why  did  you  let  me  go  to  be  insulted 
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by  a  pig — to  have  the  soup  flung  in  my  face, 
and  told  I  wasn't  wanted,  that  I  had  better 
keep  away  and  mind  my  own  business  ? 
Why  did  you  let  me  go  to  this  she-devil — 
this  wild-beast — fury  of  a  girl  ?  Why  did  you 
let  me  expose  myself  to  this — to  be  insulted 
— to  be  turned  away  ?' 

The  Baroness  was  not  at  all  choice  in  the 
expressions  she  used  when  she  was  in  a 
rage  ;  she  was  free  in  her  language— more 
free  than  choice. 

'  I  didn't  know,'  Bebee  said  feebly  ; 
'  I  should  never  have  thought  she  could 
be  so  rude.  She  looked  so  crentle  and 
nice ' 

*  Bah  !'  the  Baroness  exclaimed,  interrupt- 
ing her  ;  '  she  is  as  gentle  as  a  wild  cat.  She 
is  a  pig,  pig,  pig  !' 

She  raised  her  voice  as  she  spoke,  and 
it  was  very  fortunate  the  house  stood  so 
far  back  from  the  road,  or  anybody  happen- 
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ing  to  pass  that  way  would  have  heard  her 
invoking  her  favourite  animal. 

She  generally  said  cocJion ;  to-day  she 
said  '  pig.' 

She  was  in  a  towering  rage,  and  she  did 
not  attempt  to  hide  it. 

'  I  shouldn't  have  gone  there  if  it  hadn't 
been  for  you,'  she  went  on  ;  she  didn't  give 
Bebee  time  to  speak.  '  I  was  a  fool  to  listen 
to  you.  I  always  am  a  fool  when  I  listen  to 
what  you  say.  "  Take  it  yourself,"  you  said, 
"  and  then  you  can  find  out  about  the  girls." 
A  great  deal  I  found  out !  I  found  out 
that  one  was — a — a  pig,  and  the  other  a 
doll.  She  is  well  named — a  mere  painted 
doll.' 

'  She  is  quite  a  lovely  doll,'  Bebee  said 
maliciously  ;  she  was  not  going  to  be  kept 
without  her  dinner  for  nothing.  '  I  met  her 
the  other  day  in  the  street,  and  I  could  not 
help  stopping  and  looking  after  her.      I  have 
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never  seen  anyone  like  her  in  Thorpe.  She 
has  the  loveliest  hazel  eyes  I  ever  saw.' 

'  Pah  !'  the  Baroness  said  scornfully.  '  A 
great  deal  you  know  about  beauty  and  hazel 
eyes !  You  look  in  the  glass  and  see  your 
own  green  eyes — yes,  my  dear,  they  are 
quite  green  ;  they  are  like  the  cat's — you  see 
your  own  green  cat's  eyes  looking  at  you, 
and  you  compare  other  people's  eyes  with 
them.  You  are  quite  right,  Bebee,  she  is 
handsomer  than  you  :  she  has  foolish  brown 
eyes  like  a  doll,  and  you  have  green  like  a 
cat.      Mieaw  !  mieaw  !  mieaw  !' 

Bebee  began  to  cry  ;  she  always  began  tc 
cry  when  her  kinswoman  made  that  odious 
comparison  ;  and  she  got  up  from  the  table 
and  left  the  pudding  on  her  plate  untasted. 
She  was  not  going  to  sit  there  to  be 
insulted. 

'  Oh,  she  has  been  jumping  on  you  !'  the 
old  woman  said  as   she  met   Beb^e  running 
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down  the  passage.  '  I  thought  your  turn 
would  come.  She  kept  me  up  all  night 
making  that  soup,  and  now  they  have  flung 
it  in  her  face  !  Ha  !  ha !  they  flung  it  in 
her  face  ;  they  told  her  they  did  not  want 
her  or  her  soup  either  ;  ha !  ha !  and  so  she 
has  come  back  in  a  rage !' 

The  old  woman  cackled  to  herself  all  the 
way  down  the  passage,  and  when  the  kitchen 
door  closed  behind  her  she  was  still  cackling. 

*  Ha !  ha !  and  after  all  they  flung  it  in 
her  face!     Ha!  ha!' 

It  really  was  very  funny. 

The  funniest  part  of  it  was  that  the 
Baroness  came  out  into  the  kitchen — she 
was  very  fond  of  stealing  softly  into  the 
kitchen  when  nobody  was  expecting  her — 
and  caught  the  old  woman  rocking  herself 
to  and  fro  on  her  stool  by  the  fire,  and 
shaking  her  lean  sides  with  laughter. 

'  You   are  merry,  Annette,'  she   said,    her 
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yellow  eyes  twinkling  in  a  way  they  had 
when  she  was  in  one  of  her  rages.  '  You 
are  making  merry  over  the  soup.  Pity  to 
keep  the  fun  all  to  yourself;  call  in  the  cats 
and  let  them  make  merry,  too.  Here,  Tito, 
Kitsey,  Maria,  Bienja,  Bish  !' 

The  troop  came  flying  in,  black  cats,  white 
cats,  gray  cats,  cats  with  abnormal  tails,  and 
cats  with  no  tails  to  speak  of.  They  all 
crowded  round  the  Baroness,  and  began  to 
purr  and  rub  themselves  against  her  skirts. 

'  Bring  in  the  soup,  Annette,  and  let  me 
see  them  eat  it.' 

The  old  woman,  muttering  to  herself, 
brought  in  the  soup  that  Mary  Grove  had 
sent  away,  and  set  it  on  a  dish  on  the  floor, 
and  her  mistress  stood  by  and  watched  the 
cats  eat  it  up. 

They  ate  it  quite  up  ;  they  cleared  the 
dish  ;  they  cleaned  it  of  every  suspicion  of 
soup,   they   even    looked  over  the   edge   for 


LIBRARY 

UNIVERSITY  OF  lUINOiS 


52  TO  HIS  OWN  MASTER 

more,  and  then,  by  way  of  grace  after  meat, 
with  one  consent  they  began  licking  their 
paws  and  making  their  absurd  toilet. 

*  You  dear  things !'  she  said.  '  I  ought 
to  have  done  this  at  first.  .1  was  a  fool  to 
go  out  of  my  way  to  be  kind  to  ungrateful 
pigs.  I  ought  to  have  thought  of  my 
own  kitsey-mews  first — my  precious  kitsey- 
mews  !' 

Stephen  came  over  to  the  Hermitage  after 
the  evening  service.  He  generally  came 
over  on  a  Sunday  night.  After  three 
services,  and  teaching  in  the  Sunday-school, 
and  preaching — he  usually  preached  in  the 
evening — he  felt  low.  Whenever  he  felt 
unusually  low  his  feet  led  him  in  the 
direction  of  the  Hermitage.  It  was  only  at 
times  of  depression,  or  when  the  powers  of 
nature  were  exhausted,  that  he  felt  impelled 
in  that  particular  direction.  It  was  like  a 
loadstone    to    his   feet    at   such    times,   when 
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nature  was  too  weak  to  resist  the  attrac- 
tion. 

The  loadstone  drew  him  to-night  in  the 
direction  of  the  Hermitage ;  it  drew  him 
straight  from  the  church  door. 

The  Baroness  had  not  been  at  church ; 
he  knew  exactly  why  she  had  stayed  away, 
and  it  was  a  distinct  relief  to  him  to  be 
able  to  look  down  the  church,  to  look  in  the 
faces  of  his  congregation,  without  encoun- 
tering her  yellow  eyes  fixed  upon  him  with 
that  sleepy  look  in  them  that  always  made 
him  shiver. 

They  were  not  sleepy  by  any  means  when 
Stephen  saw  her  after  church.  He  had 
never  seen  her  in  a  rage  before,  not  in  a 
towering  rage. 

There  had  been  time  for  her  to  cool  since 
that  encounter  with  Mary  Grove  in  the 
morning.  There  had  been  ample  time  for 
her   to  smooth  her  ruffled  plumage,   to  hide 
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her  claws — her  dangerous  sharp  claws  that 
she  kept  so  carefully  concealed  in  her  velvet 
paws — and  for  the  flame  to  die  out  in  her 
yellow  eyes.  It  had  been  smouldering  all  the 
afternoon,  but  it  hadn't  gone  out,  and  when 
Stephen  came  in  it  leaped  up  into  a  blaze. 

She  stood  up  to  receive  Stephen  ;  she 
generally  sat  down.  She  had  not  even 
changed  her  dress.  She  wore  the  stuff 
gown  she  had  gone  to  church  in  in  the 
morning,  a  nice  gown  that  fitted  her  like  a 
skin,  that  showed  her  beautiful  round  arms 
and  her  handsome  figure,  and  was  not  too 
full  in  the  skirt.  But  it  was  only  a  morning 
gown  ;  when  she  received  Stephen  of  nights, 
at  those  petits  sotipers  after  the  evening 
service,  she  usually  wore  a  tea-gown,  or 
some  kind  of  demi-toilette  with  a  train  of 
some  soft  rich  stuff  curving  and  twisting  a 
yard  or  two  behind  her,  and  falling  in  loose 
coils  like — well,  Stephen  didn't  know  much 
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about  trains,  and  it  used  to  remind  him  of  a 
snake. 

She  had  lovely  shoulders  and  a  superb 
throat  ;  she  didn't  exactly  display  her 
shoulders  for  Stephen's  benefit  on  these 
occasions,  but  she  uncovered  her  throat. 

Seen  by  carefully-shaded  artificial  light,  it 
had  a  velvety  smoothness  about  It  that 
Stephen  had  never  seen  on  any  other 
woman's  throat,  and  there  was  a  good  deal 
of  It. 

To-night  her  throat  was  covered,  and 
there  was  no  train  behind  her  to  rustle  as 
she  walked. 

She  stood  up  to  receive  Stephen,  and  her 
eyes  were  blazing — he  never  knew  how 
yellow  they  were  until  he  saw  that  gleam 
In  them — and  there  were  two  red  spots 
burning  on  her  cheeks  which  heightened  the 
waxen  whiteness  of  her  skin.  He  had  never 
seen  her  with  a  colour  before  ;  he  had  never 
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realized  before  how  young  and  handsome 
she  was.  He  had  always  thought  of  her 
hitherto  as  quite  middle-aged,  as  old  enough 
to  be  his — well,  if  not  his  mother,  his 
matronly  confidante  and  friend. 

To  night  all  this  was  changed,  and  she 
stood  before  him  in  her  anger  and  her 
dangerous  beauty  a  young  woman.  The 
lamplight  was  so  carefully  shaded  that  she 
looked  a  whole  decade  younger  than  she 
did  in  the  daylight,  and  that  brilliant  colour 
in  her  cheeks  had  brought  back  the  sem- 
blance of  her  youth  —  her  beautiful  lost 
youth. 

'  So  you  have  come  T  she  said,  or  panted 
rather  ;  he  could  see  her  bosom  heaving 
with  passion,  and  her  voice  was  scarcely 
steady. 

'  Yes,'  he  said.  '  Did  not  you  expect  me  ? 
I  missed  you  at  church ' 

'  You    did    not    come    to    ask    the    reason 
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why  ;  you  knew  the  reason,'  she  said,  and 
she  turned  away  with  an  impatient  gesture 
from  his  outstretched  hand. 

*  Have  I  offended  you  ?'  he  asked  with  a 
smile,  but  he  withdrew  his  hand. 

'  You  ?  No  ;  but  you  know  very  well 
what  has  happened.  You  know  that  I  have 
been  insulted,  turned  away  like  a  dog ' 

'  No  ;  not  quite  so  bad  as  that.' 

'Yes,  quite  as  bad,'  she  said,  her  voice 
rising  and  her  bosom  heaving.  '  I — I  have 
been  treated  worse  than  a  dog  ;  they  would 
not  have  driven  a  dog  away  like  it.  Did 
you  tell  your  friends  I  was  dangerous,  Mr, 
Dashwood  ?  Did  you  tell  the  Girton  girl 
I  was  not  good  enough  to  associate  with 
her  ?' 

'  I  ?  Why  should  I  tell  her  such  a 
thing  ?' 

He  ought  to  have  put  some  indignation 
into  his  voice  when  he  asked  the  question  ; 
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he  had  a  right  to  be  indignant ;  he  ought 
not  to  have  stammered  and  blushed  in  that 
ridiculous  way. 

'  Oh,  you  know  best.  You  know  whether 
you  have  warned  her  against  me  ;  whether 
you  have  told  her  she  must  not  let  her  name 
get  mixed  up  with  the  woman  at  the 
Hermitage.  Oh  !  don't  tell  me  you  have 
not  heard  any  of  the  stories  the  people  of 
Thorpe  tell  about  me.  Everybody  has 
heard  them.  They  couldn't  make  enough 
of  me  at  the  Rectory  until  those  stories  got 
whispered  about,  and  now  Mrs.  Banister  is 
not  at  home  when  I  call  ;  and  I  am  not 
good  enough  to  be  asked  to  join  her  working 
parties.  Oh,  I  know  exactly  what  this 
means !  I  don't  want  to  be  told.  No  doubt 
you  have  listened  to  all  these  stories  and 
believed  them,  and  warned  your  Girton  girl 
and  her  sister  that  I  am  not  fit  to  associate 
with  them.' 
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The  Baroness  paused  for  want  of  breath. 
She  had  worked  herself  up  into  a  towering 
rage.  She  really  looked  splendid  when  she 
was  in  a  rage.  Excitement  brought  the 
blood  surging  into  her  face  ;  the  rich  deep 
crimson  of  her  cheeks  showed  her  white 
velvety  complexion  to  the  very  best  advant- 
age ;  and  her  eyes  were  no  longer  golden 
yellow,  they  were  tawny — distinctly  tawny. 
As  she  stood  before  him  in  that  unstudied 
pose  that  violent  women  naturally  assume 
when  they  are  in  a  rage,  she  looked  like 
some  beautiful  savage. 

'  I  have  never  mentioned  your  name  to 
Miss  Grove  in  my  life,'  Stephen  said  coldly. 
'  Why  should  I  ?' 

An  angry  woman  loves  opposition ;  she 
cannot  get  on  without  reciprocity  ;  she  must 
have  fuel  to  feed  the  flame  ;  she  can  stand 
anything   better   than   coldness   and   indiffer- 
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'  Why  should  you  ?'  she  repeated,  cooling 
a  little.  '  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  why  you 
should  talk  about  me.  I'm  sure  I  don't 
know  what  I've  done  for  you  since  you  came 
here,  that  you  should  take  the  trouble  to 
talk  about  me.  I  only  threw  my  house 
open  to  you  when  you  came  here  a  stranger, 
and  you  have  gone  in  and  out  of  it  as  if 
it  had  been  your  own  ever  since.  I  have 
only  given  you  my  confidence,  my  fullest 
confidence,  my  sympathy,  whenever  you 
cared  to  ask  for  it  ;  my  friendship — my — 
my — all  that  a  woman  has  to  give.  I'm 
sure  I  don't  know  why  you  should  take  the 
trouble  to  talk  about  me !' 

She  was  sobbing  now  ;  her  mood  had 
quite  changed,  and  she  was  dabbing  her 
handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  but  Stephen  did 
not  remark  any  tears.  Her  bosom  was 
heaving,  and  she  was  displaying  a  good  deal 
of  emotion. 
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It  was  very  embarrassing  to  Stephen. 
He  began  to  wish  that  he  hadn't  come  to 
supper. 

It  was  quite  true,  all  that  she  had  said. 
Her  house  had  been  open  to  him  at  all 
hours  and  at  all  seasons.  She  was  always 
ready  to  listen  to  him,  and  the  foolish  fellow 
had  poured  out  into  her  willing  ears  all  the 
silly,  silly  confidences  of  his  emotional  youth. 
He  was  covered  with  confusion,  as  he 
deserved  to  be,  as  she  stood  there — beside 
the  table  where  he  had  eaten  so  xxYd^vcj  petit s 
soupers  that  she  had  prepared  for  him  with 
her  own  hands — reproaching  him  with  his 
ingratitude.  He  did  the  only  thing  he 
could  do.  He  took  her  hand  and  led  her 
to  a  seat,  and  sat  down  on  the  couch  beside 
her,  and  told  her  she  had  quite  mistaken 
his  meaning. 

He  didn't  soothe  her  wounded  feelings 
very    quickly.       She    took    a    great    deal    of 
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soothing.  When  Bebee  came  in  to  lay  the 
cloth  for  supper,  half  an  hour  later,  he  was 
still  sitting  there,  with  her  hand  in  his,  and 
her  head  on  his  shoulder,  dabbing  her  eyes 
with  that  ridiculous  Flemish  lace  handker- 
chief. If  there  had  been  any  tears  to  dab, 
it  ought  to  have  been  wet  through  long 
before. 


CHAPTER   XVI. 

*  A    LITTLE    RIFT    WITHIN    THE    LUTE.' 

Doll  didn't  think  much  of  a  champion  who 
couldn't  make  her  father  keep  the  pledge 
after  he  had  signed  it. 

The  champions  of  old,  the  champions 
Doll  loved  to  read  about,  who  lived  in  the 
old,  old  days  of  romance  and  chivalry,  never 
did  things  by  halves.  They  never  half 
killed  a  dragon  and  went  away  and  let  him 
get  well  again.  They  finished  their  work 
while  they  were  about  it  :  they  chopped  off 
his  head  and  disabled  him  generally.  There 
are  pictures  of  them  to  be  seen  now  in  old 
illuminated  manuscripts,  and  in  old  carvings 
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on  stall-ends  in  country  churches — there  was 
one  in  the  chancel  of  St.  Michael's,  a 
champion  in  armour  with  his  plumes  flying, 
standing  on  a  hideous  dragon,  with  its 
wicked  old  head,  which  he  had  just  chopped 
off,  lying  by  its  side. 

Stephen  Dashwood  was  not  a  champion 
after  this  sort. 

He  had  only  half  done  his  work.  He 
had  gone  away  and  left  it  to  others  to 
complete  the  cure  that  he  had  attempted. 
Only  attempted.  He  had  not  exorcised 
the  evil  spirit.  He  had  only  changed  his 
diet  and  recommended  him  to  be  propitiated 
with  soup ! 

It  was  not  a  time  for  making  savoury 
dishes  when  that  dear  woman  upstairs  was 
hanging  between  life  and  death.  Doll 
hadn't  the  heart  to  do  anything  but  walk 
up  and  down  the  passage  like  an  uneasy 
spirit,   or  a   caged  lion,  rather.     She  wasn't 
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the   least   like  a   spirit ;    she   was   much   too 
plump. 

Mary  had  turned  her  out  of  the  sick- 
room ;  her  fidgeting  and  restlessness  dis- 
turbed her  patient,  and  during  the  last  few 
hours  Mrs.  Grove  had  been  awake  and 
conscious. 

Doll  couldn't  settle  to  anything  :  she 
could  only  walk  about  that  dark  passage 
and  bemoan  her  fate.  She  was  still  bemoan- 
ing it  when  a  knock  at  the  front-door  inter- 
rupted her — a  little  soft  knock  that  sounded 
familiar. 

She  thought  it  was  Stephen  come  back, 
with  some  soup,  perhaps,  and  she  opened 
it,  and  the  Rector's  wife  was  waiting  outside 
on  the  steps. 

Mrs.  Banister  didn't  wait  to  be  asked  to 
come  in  ;  she  came  in. 

'  Oh,  I  am  so  sorry,'  she  said,  '  to  hear  of 
your   trouble.      I  have   come   over   to   see  if 
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I  can  do  anything  for  you — if  I  can  be  of 
any  use.' 

She  took  the  girl's  hand  as  she  spoke,  and 
held  it  between  hers.  She  never  stopped 
to  ask  what  Doll  had  done  ;  she  took  her 
hand. 

The  calamity  that  had  fallen  upon  her  had 
bridged  over  all  Mrs.  Banister's  prejudice 
and  mistrust. 

Doll  shook  her  head,  and  the  tears  sprang 
to  her  eyes  ;  Mrs.  Banister's  kindness  had 
really  touched  her. 

'  I'm  afraid  nothing  can  be  done.'  Doll 
said  miserably  ;  and  then  she  led  her  visitor 
into  Mary-gold's  room  and  shut  the  door. 

'  Is  it  so  bad  as  that  ?'  Mrs.  Banister 
asked,  still  holding  the  girl's  hand. 

'  It  couldn't  be  worse,'  Doll  said,  breaking 
down  into  a  little  hysterical  sob.  '  It's  no 
use  Mary-gold  trying  to  cover  it  up.  You 
ought    to    know,    you    and     Mr.     Banister. 
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Papa  has  broken  out  ao-ain — be  has  had 
deHrium  tremens,  or  some  dreadful  delusion 
— and  he  has  nearly  murdered  mother — poor 
mother  ! — and  he  will  most  likely  murder  us  !' 

'  Oh,  you  poor  things  !' 

Mrs.  Banister  pressed  the  girl's  hand,  and 
let  her  have  her  weep  out.  She  was  really 
sorry  for  Doll.  She  couldn't  help  being 
sorry  for  her.  She  forgot  all  about  her 
anger  at  Doll's  coming  back  like  a  bad 
penny.  Perhaps,  after  all,  it  was  as  well 
she  had  come  back  ;  it  would  never  do  for 
Mary  Grove  to  be  left  alone  with  that 
madman. 

'You  must  tell  me  how  it  happened,  dear,' 
she  said,  still  stroking  the  girl's  hand.  '  If 
we  had  known  you  had  been  in  trouble,  I 
should  have  come  over  before.  Why  didn't 
you  send  for  me  ?' 

Doll  didn't  exactly  know  why  she  hadn't 
thought  of  sending  for  Mrs.  Banister  ;  if  she 
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had  thought  of  her,  she  certainly  would  not 
have  sent  for  her  after — after  all  those 
inquiries  she  had  been  making  of  Mary 
about  the  German  business. 

'  Mary  didn't  want  it  known,'  she  said  by 
way  of  a  reason  ;  '  she  was  so  afraid  that — 
that  mother  would  die — and  then  it  would 
all  come  out.  It  would  be  so  dreadful  to 
have  papa  taken  off  to  prison.' 

Mrs.  Banister  shuddered. 

It  was  so  dreadful  to  hear  the  girl  talking 
about  what  might  have  been  a  tragedy  in 
such  a  matter-of-fact  way. 

'  You  haven't  told  me  how  it  happened,' 
she  said  ;  but  she  lelt  off  stroking  the  girl's 
hand. 

Then  Doll  told  her  exactly  how  it  hap- 
pened ;  she  didn't  cover  up  anything. 

'  And  where  is  he  now  ?'  Mrs.  Banister 
asked  when  she  had  heard  the  miserable 
story.     She  asked  it  under  her  breath  ;  she 
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wasn't  at  all  sure  that  the  madman  wouldn't 
come  in  and  begin  attacking  them  with  his 
murderous  weapon. 

'  He  is  asleep  now,'  Doll  said,  in  her 
weary,  hopeless  voice.  '  Mr.  Dashwood  has 
just  gone  ;  he  has  given  him  some  chloral. 
When  he  awakes  he  will  most  likely  murder 
one  of  us.' 

'  Oh,  this  will  never  do  !'  Mrs.  Tom  said, 
jumping  up.  '  I  will  go  home  and  tell  Tom, 
and  he  will  send  someone  to  take  care  of 
you.  You  ought  to  have  a  man  in  the 
house.  I  am  sure  he  ought  to  send  a 
constable.' 

Then  it  dawned  upon  Doll  what  she  had 
done. 

*  Oh,  please  don't  !'  she  cried,  wringing  her 
hands  ;  '  please,  please  don't  send  any  one ! 
Oh,  what  will  Mary-gold  say  ?  I  ought 
not  to  have  told  anybody,  and  I  have  told 
Mr.  Dashwood,  and  I  have  told  you  !     What 
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a  wicked  thing  I  have  done  !  Oh,  I  beg 
you  will  not  send  anyone.  Someone,  a 
lady,  the  Baroness  something,  called  this 
morning ;  she  had  heard  about  papa,  and 
she  brought  some  soup  for  him — such  rich, 
beautiful  soup  ! — and  Mary-gold  sent  it  away 
in  a  rage.  Mr.  Dashwood  is  very  angry 
about  it ;  he  says  it  would  have  saved 
papa's  life ;  it  would  have  done  more,  it 
would  have  helped  him  to  keep  the  pledge 
— and  Mary-gold  sent  it  away  !  If  there  is 
nothing  ready  for  him  when  he  awakes, 
Mr.  Dashwood  says  all  the  good  he  has 
done  will  be  undone,  and  that  he  will  be  as 
bad  as  ever.  Oh,  if  you  really  wish  to  help 
us,  do  send  some  soup — something  that  he 
can  take  instead  of  that  dreadful  whisky 
when  he  wakes.' 

'  I  won't  do  anything  to  add  to  your 
trouble,  you  poor  things !'  Mrs.  Banister  said, 
brushing  away  a  mist  from  her  eyes.      '  So 
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the  Baroness  Eberlein  has  been  here?  It 
was  very  nice  of  her — it  was  quite  splendid 
of  her  !  I  don't  think  Mary-gold  ought  to 
have  sent  the  soup  away.' 

Then  Mrs.  Tom  said  good-bye,  and  ran 
back  to  the  Rectory. 

She  had  been  over  to  see  Doll  between 
the  services,  and  when  she  got  back  her  hus- 
band was  waiting  for  her  in  the  porch,  and 
Poppy  and  Tomniykin  ran  across  the  lawn 
to  meet  her. 

'  Not  now.  Poppy  ;  not  now,  Tommy,'  she 
said,  putting  the  children  aside,  as  they  hung 
round  her  and  checked  her  speed. 

She  was  flushed  and  panting.  She  had 
been  racing  like  a  steam-engine  all  the  way 
from  Wellbrook  Lane  ;  she  was  so  afraid  she 
shouldn't  get  back  with  some  soup  before 
Major  Grove  awoke. 

'  How    long   you've    been,    pet '   Tom 

began,  and  then  he  stopped. 
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He  saw  how  hot   and   flushed    and   eager 
she  was. 

'Oh,  dariing,'  she  panted,  'you  don't  know!' 
He  put  his  arm  around  her,  and  she 
dropped  her  face  on  his  shoulder.  He 
noticed  how  damp  her  face  was,  and  that  her 
breath  was  short  and  panting,  and  that  she 
was  trembling  all  over. 

*  My  darling,  why  did  you  hurry  so  ?'  he 
said,  as  he  led  her  into  the  study,  the  door  of 
which  stood  open. 

'  Not  now,  Poppy  ;  not  now,  Tommy.' 
And  he  put  the  children  back,  as  she  had 
put  them  back  in  the  garden,  and  closed  the 
door  upon  them. 

'  I  couldn't  help  it,  Tom.  Oh,  those  poor 
things !' 

She  told  him  all  about  the  tragedy  in 
Wellbrook  Lane  as  she  stood  there  with 
his  arm  around  her,  and  her  head  on  his 
shoulder. 
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'  Oh,  suppose  it  had  been  yoii-,  Tom,  and 
you  had  murdered  me  !' 

'  We  won't  suppose  anything  of  the  kind, 
thank  you,'  he  said,  when  he  saw  how  moved 
and  agitated  she  was. 

But  when  she  had  gone  out  of  the  room 
to  get  together  what  things  she  could  find  to 
take  to  Wellbrook  Lane,  he  bowed  his  head 
and  covered  his  face  with  his  hands. 

*  But  for  the  grace  of  God/  he  said,  '  it 
might  have  been  my  case.  Oh,  Lord,  have 
mercy  on  me  !' 

By  the  time  the  pony-carriage  was  brought 
to  the  door  Mrs.  Tom  had  a  basket  packed 
with  jellies  and  soups  out  of  the  pantry,  and 
grapes  and  peaches  from  the  greenhouse. 
She  had  taken  everything  she  could  lay 
hands  upon. 

Doll  heard  the  carriage-wheels  scrunching 
on  the  gravel  of  the  lane,  and  she  opened 
the  door  softly  before  Mrs.  Tom  had  time  to 
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knock.       She    wouldn't    give    Mary-gold    a 
chance  of  sending  any  more  soup  away. 

She  smuggled  the  baskets  in,  and  she 
opened  them  out,  not  in  Mary-gold's  room, 
but  in  the  kitchen  beyond,  and  she  hid  the 
things  away  in  a  cupboard,  and  locked  the 
door,  and  put  the  key  in  her  pocket,  before 
Mary-gold  came  downstairs. 

'Oh,  you  poor  dear!'  Mrs.  Tom  said,  as 
she  folded  Mary  Grove  in  her  arms  when 
she  reached  the  bottom  of  the  stairs. 

'  Doll  has  told  you,  then  T  Mary  Grove 
said,  with  a  little  catch  in  her  voice. 

'  Yes ;  Doll  has  told  me  all.  Oh,  Mary  ! 
why  couldn't  you  have  trusted  me  ?' 

Mrs.  Tom  broke  down,  and  Mary  Grove 
broke  down,  and  while  the  two  women  were 
weeping  in  each  other's  arms,  Doll,  the  prac- 
tical, smuggled  the  empty  baskets  into  the 
pony-carriage,  and  covered  them  up  with  the 
rug. 
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'  Then  he  has  not  killed  her,  dear  ?  She 
will  not  die,  after  all  ?' 

'No,  thank  God!  she  will  not  die;  but 
she  will  never  recover  from  the  blow,  the 
doctor  thinks.  Oh,  it  was  a  dreadful  blow  ! 
We  could  hear  it  in  the  other  room.' 

Mary  Grove  began  to  cry  again.  It  did 
her  good  to  cry.  They  were  the  first  tears 
she  had  shed.  The  dry-eyed  misery  of  her 
grief  had  broken  its  springs,  and  she  wept 
freely  upon  that  sympathetic  bosom. 

*  Oh,  to  think  that  papa,  the  kindest,  ten- 
derest  heart  in  the  world,  should  have  done 
this  dreadful  thing  !  Oh,  that  cruel,  cruel 
drink !'      ' 

'  He  is  going  to  give  it  up,  dear.  This 
is  going  to  be  a  turning-point  in  his  life. 
He  has  signed  the  pledge.  We  must  not 
let  him  break  it.' 

'  How  can  we  prevent  it  ?'  Mary  said 
wearily. 
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And  then  Mrs.  Tom  thought  of  the  things 
that  were  to  keep  Major  Grove  from  break- 
ing the  pledge  he  had  taken  that  Doll  had 
smuggled  into  the  kitchen. 

'  Oh,  I  think  we  can  prevent  it,'  she  said 
hopefully.     'At  any  rate,  we'll  try.' 

But  she  didn't  tell  Mary  anything  about  the 
soup  and  the  grapes. 

When  Mrs.  Tom  got  back  to  the  Rectory, 
the  service  had  already  begun  in  the  church. 
She  was  hot  and  flustered,  and  not  at  all  fit 
to  go  into  the  church  and  play  the  organ  and 
lead  the  choir. 

She  had  had  to  do  this  already  at  the  two 
previous  services.  The  organist  had  been 
detained  in  town,  and  he  had  sent  a  telegram 
at  the  last  moment  saying  he  could  not  reach 
Thorpe  until  the  next  day. 

Mrs.  Tom  threw  off  her  cloak  that  she  had 
been  driving  in,  and  hurried  into  church,  and 
took  her  place  at  the  organ.      It  was  a  warm 
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night,  and  someone  had  left  the  door  open 
behind  the  organ,  and  she  sat  in  a  thorough 
draught  all  through  the  service.  She  didn't 
notice  it  until  the  sermon  was  nearly  over, 
when  she  began  to  feel  chilly.  It  is  only  a 
stage  from  feeling  chilly  to  shivering.  She 
was  really  shivering  when  she  walked  back 
in  the  cool  dusky  twilight  to  the  Rectory. 

She  would  have   been   very  glad   of  that 
cloak  she  had  thrown  aside. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

POOR    PAPA ! 

Mrs.  Tom  had  really  caught  a  cold,  and  it 
kept  her  indoors  for  several  days,  and  finally 
it  settled  in  her  throat,  or  she  fancied  that 
it  had  settled  in  her  throat ;  she  didn't  quite 
get  rid  of  it,  at  any  rate,  and  it  made  her 
hoarse  for  the  rest  of  the  summer. 

The  Rector  would  not  let  her  go  out 
while  her  cold  was  at  its  worst,  and  as  she 
was  anxious  about  the  inmates  of  Wellbrook 
Cottage,  he  went  over  himself  every  day  to 
inquire  for  them. 

He  did  not  get  on  so  well  with  Doll  as 
his   wife   had   done,  or  even   so  well   as  his 
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curate  had  done.  She  did  not  ask  him  to 
come  in  ;  she  kept  him  standing  on  the 
doorstep  while  she  gave  him  the  informa- 
tion he  sought  about  the  invaHds.  Mrs. 
Grove  was  still  living  :  living  and  quite 
conscious,  but  there  was  some  trouble  about 
her  sight.  She  had  not  recognised  anybody 
since  her  seizure — she  called  it  a  seizure  to 
the  Rector — and  the  doctor  feared  that  the 
optic  nerv^e  was — she  was  going  to  say 
injured,  but  she  checked  herself  in  time,  and 
said  paralyzed. 

'  And  the  Major  ?'  Well,  the  Major  was 
in  a  low  miserable  state,  but  he  had  not 
touched  any  whisky  since  the  night  of  his 
wife's  seizure. 

The  Rector  made  a  conscientious  effort 
to  see  him — it  was  his  duty  to  visit  him 
parochially  at  such  a  time,  to  encourage  him 
in  his  new  resolutions — but  he  was  not  at 
all   sorry    when    Doll    assured    him    that  the 


8o  TO  HIS  OWN  MASTER 

Major  would  see  nobody,  that  nothing  on 
earth  would  induce  him  to  see  anyone  but 
the  doctor  and  Mr.  Dashwood.  He  was 
not  at  all  sorry  to  leave  this  troublesome 
parishioner  in  his  curate's  hands.  He 
rather  shrank  from  an  interview  with  the 
Major.  He  had  not  met  him  since  he  had 
met  him  in  society,  and  how  could  he  go  to 
him  now,  knowing  what  he  did,  and  seeing 
him  in  his  fallen  state,  and  meet  him  on  the 
old  ground  ? 

It  would  be  an  uncomfortable  interview, 
to  say  the  least  of  it. 

He  was  very  glad  to  be  spared  it,  and  he 
went  back  to  the  Rectory  with  a  lighter 
heart,  to  tell  Mrs.  Tom  that  Mrs.  Grove 
was  better,  was  not  going  to  die,  after  all — 
was  going  to  be  blind,  perhaps,  for  the  rest 
of  her  life — and  that  the  Major  had  not  yet 
broken  the  pledge. 

The  Rector  of  Thorpe  had  his  hands  full 
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just  now.  His  oro^anist  had  failed  him.  He 
had  behaved  abominably.  He  had  failed 
him  at  the  most  trying  time  in  the  year. 
The  choir  ought  to  be  practising  now  for  the 
harvest  festival — there  was  always  quite  a 
musical  festival  service  on  the  occasion  of 
thanksgiving  for  the  harvest  at  Thorpe 
Regis — and  even  the  music  hadn't  been 
settled  upon,  and  the  anthem  hadn't  been 
chosen. 

The  organist  had  behaved  shamefully. 
There  had  been  a  serious  rupture  between 
the  Rector  and  the  organist  when  the  latter 
turned  up  on  the  Monday  morning. 

Everything  had  gone  wrong  the  day 
before  ;  the  choir  had  broken  down  for  want 
of  practice,  and  Mrs.  Tom,  who  had  been 
working  like  a  slave  all  the  day,  playing  the 
organ  at  three  services,  taking  the  Sunday- 
school,     and     running    about     between     the 
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Rectory  and  Wellbrook  Lane,  had  caught  a 
violent  cold. 

The  Rector  had  reason  to  be  angry.  He 
had  given  tlie  organist  notice,  a  short,  per- 
emptory notice,  that  he  would  not  be  trifled 
with  in  this  way  any  longer,  and  the  man 
had  taken  him  at  his  word  and  thrown  up 
his  situation  on  the  spot.  He  had  gone 
over  to  the  church  at  once  and  taken  away 
all  his  music,  and  sent  the  key  of  the  organ 
over  to  the  Rectory. 

Tom  Banister  didn't  exactly  intend  to  be 
taken  at  his  word.  He  had  spoken  hastily ; 
he  often  spoke  hastily  ;  but  just  at  this  incon- 
venient time  he  did  not  wish  his  words  to 
be  taken  so  literally. 

He  took  the  organist's  letter  and  the  key 
into  his  wife's  room  ;  he  generally  took  his 
troubles  into  his  wife's  room.  Where  else 
should  he  take  them  ? 

Mrs.  Tom  was  not  in  bed  ;  she  had  a  fire 
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In  her  room,  as  the  day  was  chilly,  and  she 
was  wrapped  up  in  a  dressing-gown,  with  a 
muffler  round  her  throat. 

'  Whatever  is  the  matter,  Tom  ?'  she 
asked,  when  she  saw  him  coming  into  the 
room  with  the  open  letter  and  the  key  of 
the  organ  in  his  hand. 

She  saw  by  his  grave  face  and  his  preter- 
naturally  solemn  manner  that  something  had 
happened  to  upset  him. 

*  Hopner  has  come  back,'  he  said,  *  and 
I  have  remonstrated  with  him.  I  could  not 
do  otherwise ' 

'  1  should  think  not  !'  Mrs.  Tom  exclaimed, 
jumping  up  from  her  chair.  '  I  should  have 
sent  him  about  his  business!' 

*  He  has  sent  himself,'  the  Rector  said, 
with  a  feeble  attempt  at  a  smile.  '  He  has 
taken  me  at  my  word.  He  has  been  over 
to  the  church  and  removed  all  his  music,  and 
sent  me  back  the  key  of  the  organ.' 
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'  I'm  very  glad  !'  and  Mrs.  Tom  dropped 
down  into  her  chair  ag^ain. 

'  But,  Laura,'  the  Rector  expostulated, 
'  what  are  we  to  do  about  the  services  ? 
There's  the  harvest  festival  coming  on,  and 
nothing  arranged,  and  nobody  to  train  the 
choir ' 

Mrs.  Tom  laughed. 

She  very  often  laughed  at  her  husband's 
discomfiture,  but  she  was  always  ready  to 
help  him  out  of  his  difficulties,  though  she 
laughed  at  them. 

'  I  think  we  shall  do  very  well  without 
Hopner  —  that  we  shall  do  much  better 
without  him.'  she  said,  smiling.  '  I  think  it 
is  quite  a  providence  that  he  took  you  at 
your  word  and  removed  all  his  belong- 
ings.' 

'What  do  you  mean,  darling?  I  am  sure 
you  will  not  be  fit  to  play  the  organ  on 
Sunday.' 
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^  No ;  I  am  not  thinking  of  playing  it. 
We  will  have  someone  else  by  Sunday.' 

And  then  Mrs.  Tom  explained  what  she 
did  mean.  She  had  that  letter  of  the 
Baroness  Eberlein's,  written  on  the  Saturday 
night  after  Stephen  had  told  her  about  the 
trouble  with  the  organist,  open  beside  her. 
It  had  only  reached  her  on  the  Monday 
morning,  and  she  had  not  opened  it  until 
just  before  her  husband  came  in. 

The  Baroness  knew  of  an  organist  who 
would  suit  the  church  and  the  parish 
exactly. 

He  was  a  brilliant  violinist ;  he  was  a 
member  of  the  Conservatoire  ;  he  was  seek- 
ing an  engagement  as  organist  in  a  pro- 
vincial town  in  England,  where  there  would 
be  a  good  opening  for  a  teacher  of  music. 
Herr  Briinning,  as  his  name  implied,  was 
a  German  by  birth,  but  he  had  spent  many 
years  in  England,  and  spoke  English  fluently. 
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Perhaps  the  greatest  recommendation  of 
the  Baroness's  protege  was  his  being  at 
Hberty  to  come  at  once. 

'  If  you  think  he  would  suit,'  she  wrote, 
'  I  will  send  to  him  to  come  at  once  and  talk 
it  over  with  you.  At  any  rate,  you  could 
give  him  a  trial.' 

She  did  not  say  that  she  would  have  to 
send  to  Germany. 

'  There  would  be  no  harm  in  his  coming 
just  for  one  Sunday,'  Mrs.  Tom  said,  when 
her  husband  had  read  the  letter. 

'  I  am  sorry  he's  mixed  up  with  that 
woman,'  the  Rector  said,  in  a  most  un- 
charitable way.  *  I  shouldn't  hesitate  a 
moment  in  trying  him  if  she  hadn't  recom- 
mended him.' 

Ihen  Mrs.  Tom  remembered  the  soup 
the  Baroness  had  *  made  and  taken  over 
to  Wellbrook  Lane  and  Mary  had  re- 
jected. 
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'  I  think  we  judge  her  too  harshly,  Tom,' 
she  said  ;  '  we  are  so  apt  to  judge  people 
harshly  whose  ways  are  different  to  ours. 
We  forget  she  is  a  foreigner,  and  has  been 
brought  up  differently,  and  she  is  not  a  bad- 
hearted  woman.  She  is  very  good  to  any- 
one who  is  in  trouble,  and  she  never  refuses 
to  subscribe  to  anything.  She  has  been 
very  good  to  those  poor  things  in  Well- 
brook  Lane.  She  drove  over  herself  yester- 
day with  some  soup  for  the  Major  when  she 
heard  he  had  signed  the  pledge.  She 
thought  he  would  be  feeling  low,  and  she 
had  some  rich  soup  made  for  him  and  took 
it  over  herself,  and  that  proud  Mary  Grove 
sent  it  away — actually,  when  the  poor  man's 
dying  for  it,  sent  it  away  !' 

'  Perhaps  we  have  judged  her  too  harshly,' 
said  the  Rector.  '  It  was  very  good  of  her 
to  take  that  soup;  I'm  sorry  Mary  sent  it 
away.     She  can't  forget  she's  a  Girton  girl, 
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and  she's  got  a  good  deal  of  pride,  with  all 
her  common-sense.  Poor  Mary !  I  think 
we  might  try  this  Herr  What's-his-name, 
darling.' 

Mrs.  Tom  had  her  way,  but  it  was  the  soup 
that  Mary  Grove  had  rejected  that  did  it. 

A  civil  note  was  despatched  to  the  Hermi- 
tage by  a  messenger,  and  the  Baroness  was 
politely  requested  to  communicate  with  the 
German  organist,  and  beg  him  to  put  himself 
in  correspondence  with  the  Rector  of  Thorpe 
Regis  without  delay. 

There  were  better  accounts  day  by  day 
from  Wellbrook  Lane.  Though  Mrs.  Tom 
was  '  upstairs,'  baskets  with  various  dainties 
were  mysteriously  conveyed  from  the  Rectory 
kitchen  to  the  locked  cupboard  at  Well- 
brook  Cottage.  Major  Grove  would  not, 
at  any  rate,  break  the  pledge  for  want  of  due 
sustenance  when  nature  v/as  at  its  lowest 
ebb. 
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Stephen  found  out  all  about  it  at  his  first 
visit.  He  came  over  to  the  cottage  every 
day,  and  sat  a  few  minutes  with  the  Major. 
He  was  very  glad  Mrs.  Tom  had  taken  the 
cure  of  this  unhappy  old  sinner  in  hand. 
He  had  more  faith  in  her  remedy  than  in 
his  Rector's.  The  miserable  man  crouching 
over  the  fire  in  the  hot  August  noon,  and 
complaining  that  there  was  no  heat  left  in 
him,  wanted  nourishment,  not  preaching. 

Stephen  said  a  word  to  him  now  and 
then — only  a  word  :  he  couldn't  bear  more  ; 
sometimes  he  couldn't  bear  that.  It  touched 
the  younger  man,  who  had  never  been 
tempted  in  this  way,  to  see  the  wreck  before 
him.  He  could  only  encourage  him  with 
a  few  broken  words ;  there  was  so  much 
dignity  still  left  in  Mary  Grove's  father,  and 
he  was  so  many  years  older — old  enough  to 
be  his  father — that  it  seemed  presumption  in 
Stephen  to  dictate  to  him. 
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If  it  had  been  a  poor  man^a  mere 
drunken  sot  who  hung  about  the  village 
ale-house — he  would  not  have  hesitated  ;  he 
would  have  been  down  upon  him  with 
righteous  intolerance  ;  he  would  have  thought 
no  invectives  too  strong  to  put  his  hideous 
deformity  before  him  in  its  true  light ;  and 
at  the  first  sign  of  penitence  he  would  have 
had  him  under  his  hand  ;  he  would  have 
shown  him  no  mercy. 

But  with  Major  Grove  it  was  different. 

He  could  only  venture  an  inquiry  and 
a  word  of  encouragement.  He  was  no 
vulgar  sinner  that  he  could  brow-beat  and 
subdue  by  virtue  of  his  office. 

He  couldn't  even  offer  to  read  to  him. 

A  week  after  that  signature  had  been  so 
unwillingly  wrung  from  him,  Stephen  found 
him,  when  he  called  at  the  cottage,  not 
shivering  over  the  fire,  but  walking  about 
the  room.      He  was   walking   up   and  down 
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the  room  exactly  like  Doll  walked  up  and 
down  the  passage — a  restless,  impatient  walk, 
as  he  remembered  having  seen  the  lions 
pacing  up  and  down  their  cages  in  the  Zoo. 

'  I  am  glad  you  have  come,'  the  Major 
said,  when  Stephen  came  in.  '  I  have  kept 
that  accursed  pledge  for  a  week — a  whole 
week — and — and  now  I'm  going  to  break 
it!' 

'  I  hope  not,'  Stephen  said  earnestly — '  I 
hope  not  indeed  !' 

'  It  is  nothing  to  you  whether  I  break  it 
or  not  ;  you  are  not  my  keeper.  I  gave  you 
my  promise  that  I  would  keep  it,  and  I  have 
kept  my  word  for  a  week — a  week  of  such 
agony  that  I  cannot  describe  to  you.  Another 
week,  another  day  of  it,  would  kill  me.  You 
must  give  me  back  my  word  ;  for  a  day,  for 
an  hour  only.  I  shall  die,  or  go  mad,  with 
this  raging  fire  inside  me.  What  should  you 
know   of   it,    young    man  .-^      The    devil    has 
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never  hypnotized  you.  He  has  hypnotized 
me;  he  has  made  me  his  slave.  ''Drink, 
drink,  drink,''  he  whispers,  and  I  must  drink 
— no  power  on  earth  can  keep  me  from  it. 
I  would  go  to  the  mouth  of  hell  itself  for  a 
draught  of  whisky  !  You  must  give  me  back 
my  word,  young  man.' 

What  could  Stephen  say  to  him  '^ 

He  was  standing  before  him,  a  gaunt, 
shrunken  figure,  hollow  -  eyed,  and  with 
quivering  lips.  Stephen  had  never  seen 
such  an  eager  look  in  human  eyes  in  all 
his  life  before,  and  the  trembling  lips  seemed 
to  hang  with  feverish  expectancy  on  his 
answer. 

What  could  he  say  ? 

He  would  have  liked  to  have  gone  down 
on  his  knees  where  he  stood,  and  asked  for 
counsel.  Perhaps  he  asked  for  it  as  he 
stood  there  with  his  hat  in  his  hand  and  the 
everyday  words  of  greeting  frozen  on  his  lips. 
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*  I — I  think  I  had  better  see  Mrs.  Grove 
before  I  answer  yon,'  he  said,  hesitating,  as 
if  to  gain  time.  '  I  hear  she  is  up  to-day 
for  the  first  time  since  —  since  her  acci- 
dent' 

Major  Grove  turned  away  impatiently,  and 
dropped  down  into  his  accustomed  seat  by 
the  fire. 

'  It  is  cursed  cold,'  he  said,  shivering.  '  It 
has  come  in  as  cold  as  winter.  You  had 
better  go  to  her  at  once  ;  you  need  not  be 
long.' 

'  No,'  said  Stephen  ;  '  I  shall  not  be 
long.' 

Doll  took  him  up  to  Mrs.  Grove's  room. 
It  was  the  first  time  he  had  seen  her  since 
the  day  after  her  '  seizure.' 

She  was  sitting  in  a  chair  dressed,  but  she 
had  a  green  shade  over  her  eyes.  Her  face 
looked  whiter  and  thinner,  Stephen  thought, 
and    her    hair    was    certainly    grayer.       She 


94  TO  HIS  OWN  MASTER 

might  have  been  ten  years  older  than  when 
he  had  first  seen  her  sitting  on  the  garden- 
seat  with  the  clothes-pegs  in  her  lap.  Her 
voice  had  changed,  too.  It  was  weak  and 
quavering  ;  all  the  pride  had  gone  out 
of  it. 

•  Do  you  think  you  could  find  strength  to 
walk  downstairs  ?'  Stephen  asked  her,  when 
the  first  greetings  were  over. 

'  I  am  sure  she  couldn't  !'  Mary  Grove 
said  warmly.  '  She  mustn't  go  downstairs 
for  a  week,  at  the  least.  A  week  ago  we  did 
not  know  that  she  would  be  here,  and — and 
now  that  she  is  spared  to  us  she  must  run  no 
more  risks.' 

She  stooped  down  and  kissed  the  white 
forehead  above  the  green  shade,  and 
Stephen  saw  that  her  eyes  were  full  of 
tears. 

'  I  think  she  must  go,  nevertheless,'  he 
said. 
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And  then  Stephen  told  his  story  of  the 
dreadful  craving  that  had  come  over  her 
father,  and  how  Major  Grove  had  implored 
him  to  o^ive  him  back  his  word. 

'  I  think  the  sight  of  your  mother  would 
recall  to  him  that  dreadful  night,  and  when 
he  sees  the  affliction  that  has  fallen  upon  her 
— that  he  has  brought  upon  her — he  will  not 
ask  me  to  give  him  back  his  word.' 

They  took  the  poor  woman  downstairs 
between  them.  She  was  as  light  as  a 
feather;  Stephen  could  have  carried  her 
easily.  When  they  reached  the  door  of 
Major  Grove's  room,  Mary  led  her  in  alone, 
and  closed  the  door  behind  them. 

Mary  Grove  came  out  presently  weeping. 

'  I  don't  think  you  need  wait  to  see  my 
father,  Mr.  Dashwood,'  she  said;  'he  will 
not  now  ask  you  to  give  him  back  his 
word.' 

'  Is  he  much  affected  at  the  sight  of  her  T 
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'  Oh,  don't  ask  me  !'  Mary  Grove  sobbed. 
'  He  was  the  dearest,  kindest  husband  in  the 
world  until — until  this  came  upon  him.  The 
sight  of  mamma  coming  into  the  room,  blind, 
and  groping  her  way  to  him,  has  broken  him 
down  completely.  I  left  him  on  his  knees 
before  her,  weeping  like  a  child,  and  begging 
her  to  forgive  him.  Poor  papa  !  poor  papa  ! 
I  don't  think  he  will  ever  want  you  to  give 
him  back  his  word  again.' 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

HERR    BRUNNING. 

The  new  organist  came  to  Thorpe  in  time 
to  take  the  services  the  following  Sunday. 

He  came  so  late  on  the  Saturday  that 
there  was  only  time  for  a  scrambling  choir 
practice,  but  the  singing,  nevertheless,  went 
beautifully  on  the  Sunday. 

Lady  Camilla  was  at  church  in  the  after- 
noon, and  she  waited  in  the  chancel  after  the 
service  till  the  new  organist  had  finished  the 
voluntary ;  and  then  she  asked  Mrs.  Tom 
to  introduce  him.  Perhaps  he  knew  that 
her  ladyship  was  there  listening  while  he 
played  ;    he   must   have   seen  her  sweep   up 

VOL.  II.  23 


98  TO  HIS  OWN  MASTER 

the  aisle,  and  all  the  toad-eating  small  gentry 
of  Thorpe  crane  their  necks  to  look  after 
her.  He  had  not  seen  the  neck-craning 
process  reversed,  so  that  he  had  made  up 
his  mind  that  she  had  not  left  the  church 
with  the  rest,  and  he  played  a  voluntary  for 
her  benefit,  and  when  it  was  over  he  locked 
the  organ  and  came  modestly  down  the  aisle. 

'  Herr  Brlinning,'  Mrs.  Tom  called  after 
him — she  was  still  hoarse — '  Lady  Camilla 
Bulstrode  wants  to  speak  to  you.' 

The  new  organist  walked  modestly  back 
with  his  music-book  under  his  arm,  and  his 
cap  in  his  hand.  He  was  quite  ready  to 
speak  to  her  ladyship. 

He  was  a  personable  German,  with  broad 
shoulders  and  rich  brown  wavy  hair,  which 
he  wore  rather  long,  and  a  thick  brown 
moustache.  He  was  certainly  a  handsome 
man — the  sort  of  handsomeness  which  men 
deny  and  women  rave  about. 
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The  girls  of  Thorpe  would  all  be  raving 
about  him  presently,  Mrs.  Tom  told  herself 
with  a  sigh.  It  was  a  pity  he  was  not  pale 
and  thin,  and  had  a  stoop  in  his  shoulders, 
and  wore  blue  glasses. 

She  introduced  him  to  Lady  Camilla,  and 
her  ladyship  made  much  of  him  in  her  way, 
and  took  him  back  to  tea  with  her  in  her 
carriage,  which  was  waiting  at  the  church 
gate.  She  would  have  kept  him  to  dinner 
if  he  had  not  had  another  service  in  the 
evening,  but  she  sent  him  back  in  the 
carriage  in  time  for  the  service,  as  she 
promised  Mrs.  Tom  when  she  carried  him 
away. 

'  He's  delicious,  dear  !'  she  whispered  to 
the  Rector's  wife  as  she  bid  her  good-bye  in 
the  porch.  '  I  can't  think  where  you  got 
such  a  treasure  from.  You  are  not  going 
to  have  him  all  to  yourself.  I  am  going 
to  take  him  up  !' 
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Lady  Camilla  Bulstrode  was  always  taking 
people  up.  She  was  prone  to  make  favour- 
ites without  very  much  provocation.  She 
took  up  her  friends  and  she  let  them  down 
very  easily.  But  while  they  were  in  favour 
they  had  a  good  time  of  it.  She  never  did 
things  by  halves  ;  she  was  never  disturbed 
by  scruples.  She  was  given  to  take  an 
exaggerated  interest  in  people  that  pleased 
her,  and  while  they  were  uppermost  in  her 
favour  she  would  not  stop  at  anything  to 
help  them. 

She  always  made  up  her  mind  in  a 
moment  if  she  liked  anybody,  and  she  made 
up  her  mind  at  once,  as  she  stood  in  the 
chancel  after  that  voluntary  was  ended,  that 
she  liked  the  man  who  had  played  it. 

It  was  known  all  over  Thorpe  the  follow- 
ing day  that  Lady  Camilla  had  taken  up 
the  new  organist. 

There  really  was  no  need  for  Herr  Brlinning 
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to  send  out  circulars  addressed  in  the  old 
formal  style  to  '  the  nobility,  clergy,  and  gentry 
of  Thorpe  ' — there  was  no  nobility  within  fifty 
miles  but  Lady  Camilla  and  her  husband, 
and  no  gentry  to  speak  of  in  the  place,  and 
the  only  clergy  were  the  Rector  and  curate 
of  St.  Michael's.  Clearly  it  was  not  worth 
while  to  send  out  circulars. 

It  was  an  understood  thing  that  the 
organist  of  the  parish  church  took  pupils. 
It  was  so  well  understood  that  pupils  poured 
in  upon  the  German  musician  in  such  num- 
bers before  the  week  was  out  that  he  hadn't 
a  spare  hour  of  any  of  the  six  days  unoc- 
cupied ;  and  some  young  ladies  who  had 
applied  late  were  reduced  to  despair — were 
tearing  their  hair,  report  said — because  he 
could  not  find  a  corner  for  them  in  his 
crowded  programme. 

Lady  Camilla  had  bespoken  a  large  slice 
of  his  time.      He  was  to  go  up  to  the  Court 
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two  mornings  a  week  to  teach  the  children 
music,  and  he  was  to  come  up  three  after- 
noons a  week  to  teach  her  the  violin  and 
give  her  some  lessons  in  singing. 

If  it  had  been  anyone  but  her  dearest 
friend,  Mrs.  Tom  would  have  grumbled, 
but  she  never  grumbled  at  anything  Lady 
Camilla  did  ;  and  with  all  her  demands  upon 
his  time,  the  new  organist  did  not  neglect 
the  choir  practices  ;  he  did  the  work  a 
thousand  times  better  than  Mr.  Hopner  had 
ever  done  it,  so  she  had  really  no  ground 
for  complaint. 

But,  then,  he  was  a  new  broom.  He 
began  to  sweep  clean,  after  the  manner  of 
new  brooms.  He  didn't  exactly  grumble  at 
the  choir — it  was  a  very  poor  lot,  and  the 
singing  was  deplorable — but  he  suggested 
that  it  would  be  better  for  some  fresh  voices, 
and  a  little  weeding  out.  It  was  a  mixed 
choir — the    Rector    hated    surplices — and    it 
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was  mostly  composed  of  men  and  boys,  and 
some  girls  from  the  shops  and  factory. 
There  were  no  ladies  in  the  choir. 

The  Sunday  after  Herr  Briinning's  first 
appearance  at  Thorpe,  the  Rector  gave  out  a 
notice  from  the  pulpit  that  additional  female 
voices  were  needed  in  the  choir,  request- 
ing any  iadies  who  wished  to  join  to  meet 
the  organist  in  the  vestry  at  a  certain  hour 
on  the  following  day. 

He  had  given  out  a  similar  notice  dozens 
of  times  before  when  Hopner  was  organist 
without  any  result.  He  hadn't  much  faith 
in  the  young  ladies  of  Thorpe  coming 
forward  to  sing  among  the  shop  girls  and 
factory  hands  in  his  choir. 

But  he  gave  out  the  notice. 

The  following  day  at  the  appointed  time, 
when  he  walked  over  to  the  church  accom- 
panied by  Herr  Briinning,  the  vestry  had 
overflowed  into  the  aisle.      There  were  thirty 
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female  candidates  waiting  for  them  in  the 
vestry  if  there  was  one. 

It  is  astonishing  what  a  difference  it  makes 
in  a  choir,  where  ladies'  voices  are  in  request, 
when  the  choir-master  is  young  and  hand- 
some, and  a  bachelor. 

An  old  fogey  in  green  spectacles  may  wait 
for  years  for  the  girls  to  come  forward  to 
help  him  with  their  sweet  voices,  but  let  a 
manly  fellow,  with  broad  shoulders  and 
bright  eyes  come  among  them,  and  hey, 
presto !  they  are  all  at  his  feet. 

The  whole  female  population  were  grovel- 
ling at  the  feet  of  the  handsome  young 
German  organist  before  he  had  been  at 
Thorpe  Regis  a  month,  It  was  the  old, 
old  story  of  the  herd  of  silly  sheep  following 
the  lead.  Lady  Camilla  had  set  the  fashion 
and  taken  him  up,  and  every  woman  in  the 
place  followed  abjectly  in  her  wake. 

They  treated   the   curate  to  quite   a   little 
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wholesome  neglect.  He  was  no  longer  in- 
dispensable to  the  five  o'clock  teas. 

Stephen  was  not  sorry  for  the  leisure  their 
inconstancy  afforded  him.  He  had  neglected 
his  poor  people  dreadfully  lately ;  his  time 
had  been  so  much  taken  up  running  back- 
wards and  forwards  to  Wellbrook  Cottage 
that  he  had  found  very  little  opportunity 
for  visiting  his  more  legitimate  parishioners. 
He  had  neglected  Betty  Broom  shamefully. 
He  hadn't  been  near  her  for  a  month. 

He  had  left  her  groaning  audibly  when 
he  came  down  the  stairs  a  month  ago — he 
remembered  the  sound  very  well ;  it  had 
followed  him  down  the  street — and  she  was 
still  groaning  when  he  climbed  the  stairs  at 
the  month's  end. 

Oh,  what  a  lot  of  groaning  she  must  have 
done  meanwhile  ! 

Stephen's  conscience  smote  him  ;  he  was 
quite  ashamed  to  meet  the  unspoken  rebuke 
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in    the    wrinkled     old     face  —  no,    not    quite 
unspoken,  which  was  perhaps  a  relief. 

'  You've  not  been  a-nigh  me  these  month,' 
she  said,  in  an  injured  voice,  by  way  of 
greeting.  '  I've  a-laid  here  an'  watched  the 
door  day  after  day  to  see  if  any  face  1  knew^ 
were  a-comin'  in.  You  don't  know  what  it 
is  to  lay  here  an'  watch  the  door  for  a  face 
that  never  comes.' 

''  No,  thank  God !'  said  Stephen,  but  he 
said  it  to  himself.  He  soothed  Betty 
Broom's  feelings,  and  told  her  he  had  been 
busy,  and  promised  to  come  more  often  in 
future,  and  then  he  listened  to  a  recital  of 
her  pains.  She  had  added  a  new  ailment  or 
two  since  he  had  seen  hei  last  to  the  long 
list. 

It  did  not  seem  possible  such  a  frail,  feeble 
old  body  could  bear  so  much  and  go  on 
living.  He  listened  quite  attentively  to  the 
long  category,  and   Betty  saw  he  was  listen- 
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ing — poor  people  never  make  a  mistake  on 
that  point.  It  comforted  her  more  than 
anythino^  to  see  him  Hstenin^ ;  he  did  not 
mix  up  her  complaints  to-day  as  he  did  at 
that  last  visit,  and  when  she  had  finished 
the  sad  story  he  went  on  his  knees  beside 
the  poor  bed,  and  took  the  old  withered 
hand  in  his,  and  asked  Him  who  had  seen 
fit  to  try  her  in  this  furnace  of  suffering-  to 
give  her  patience  to  bear  it,  and  faith — 
strong  faith — in  the  Love  that  doth  not 
willingly  afflict  the  children  of  men. 

Whether  it  were  the  touch  of  his  hand — 
his  strong  warm  hand,  with  all  the  electrical 
currents  of  youth  in  it — or  the  words  that 
fell  from  his  lips,  Old  Betty  was  the  better 
for  his  visit. 

'  You  will  come  again  soon,  dearie  }'  she 
whimpered  when  he  went  away  ;  '  it's  lone- 
some lying  here,  with  no  one  to  care  for 
you.' 
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He  promised  to  come  again  soon,  and  he 
reminded  her  of  that  glad  approaching  day 
when  she  would  be  lonesome  and  uncared 
for  no  longer. 

It  would  be  no  good  visiting  people  if  one 
had  no  message  to  bring  them,  if  there  were 
not  a  certain  far-off  good  to  point  them  to, 
a  safe,  sure  haven  to  pilot  them  into  after  all 
the  storm  and  shipwreck  of  life. 

Though  she  had  two  fresh  distinct  ail- 
ments in  addition  to  all  the  rest,  Betty 
Broom  did  not  groan  so  audibly  as  Stephen 
went  down  the  stairs  to-day.  He  was  not 
sure  she  was  groaning  at  all.  Perhaps  she 
was  thinking  of  that  calm  haven  he  had  been 
speaking  about. 

There  is  one  thing  to  be  gained  in  visit- 
ing the  poor  and  the  sick  and  the  old — the 
very  old.  It  takes  one  out  of  one's  self.  It 
puts  things — familiar  everyday  things — in  a 
different  light.      It  makes  the  realities  of  life 
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more  real.  There  is  no  better  cure  for 
egoism  than  visiting  the  sick  and  the  a^ed. 
The  extremities  of  life  teach  by  their  con- 
trast. 

Listening  to  the  complaints  of  bedridden 
old  men  and  old  women  didn't  do  Stephen 
any  harm.  They  were  things  quite  beyond 
material  remedies  ;  they  might  be  alleviated, 
but  age  and  its  burdens  of  weakness  and 
suffering  were  quite  beyond  the  reach  of 
human  agencies.  He  could  only  preach 
patience  and  hope.  He  couldn't  himself 
pretend  to  understand  the  great  mysteries 
of  pain  and  decay  ;  he  could  only  point  others 
to  a  far-off  hope  and  its  certain — quite  cer- 
tain-— fulfilment. 

'To  him  that  overcometh,'  was  a  motto 
always  ringing  in  his  ears,  and  he  added  to 
it  a  whole  string  of  gracious  promises.  '  But 
what,'  as  Major  Grove  had  demanded,  '  to 
him  who  is  overcome  ?' 
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People  were  always  being  overcome  here 
in  Thorpe — overcome  by  weakness,  and  pain, 
and  disappointment,  and  failure,  and  work, 
and  worry,  and,  most  of  all,  by  temptations 
they  couldn't  stand  up  against.  He  was 
very  often  overcome  himself. 

Oh,  it  was  very  little  use  talking  to  people 
about  '  him  that  overcometh  '! 

Stephen  had  reason  to  take  these  gloomy 
views.  He  had  suffered  a  grievous  dis- 
appointment ;  Major  Grove  had  broken  out 
again. 

Poor  Mary  -  gold  had  been  altogether 
wrong  when  she  told  Stephen  that  her 
father  would  never  again  ask  him  to  give 
him  back  his  word !  The  miserable  man 
had  been  deeply  moved  at  the  sight  of  the 
blind  woman  groping  in  the  darkness  he  had 
brought  upon  her.  He  had  been  stricken 
with  remorse  and  penitence,  but  the  very 
intensity  of  his  grief  had  worn  it  out. 
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He  was  too  feeble  in  body  to  bear  the 
slightest  strain.  He  broke  down  completely 
after  that  unusual  excitement,  and — the 
tale  is  too  miserably  sad  to  tell — within  a 
week  after  Mary-gold's  hopeful  words  he 
had  sent  for  Stephen  to  give  him  back  his 
pledge. 

Stephen  had  gone  to  Wellbrook  Cottage  in 
haste,  but  he  had  gone  into  an  inner  room 
first,  and  delayed  some  seconds — he  could 
not  ^o  in  his  own  strength. 

There  was  a  little  worn  patch  of  carpet 
beside  his  bed  in  that  inner  room,  where 
he  usually  knelt  for  a  few  seconds  before  he 
went  about  his  Master's  work,  and  he  paused 
and  knelt  there  to-day. 

When  he  reached  the  cottage — and  he 
nearly  ran  all  the  way — Mary  Grove  opened 
the  door  to  him.  It  was  the  first  time 
she  had  opened  the  door  to  him  since 
her  father's  attempted  reformation,  when  she 
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had     sent    him    away    with     those    hopeful 
words  on  her  lips. 

He  could  not  help  noticing,  as  she  stood 
in  the  open  doorway  with  the  light  falling 
upon  her,  how  much  she  had  changed.  Her 
face  had  not  only  grown  whiter  and  thinner, 
but  it  had  softened.  There  was  a  quiver 
about  her  lips  he  had  not  seen  there  before. 

'  You  have  come  too  late,  Mr.  Dash  wood  !' 
she  said  sadly ;  '  he  has  broken  the  pledge. 
If  you  had  been  here  a  few  seconds  earlier 
you  might  have  been  in  time  to  save  him  !' 

Stephen's  conscience  smote  him.  He  had 
wasted  several  seconds  in  that  inner  room. 
Then  came  another  voice,  louder  than  the 
voice  of  conscience,  drowning  its  vain  re- 
proaches. 

The  work  was  his  Master's,  not  his — 
certainly  not  his. 

'  Papa  has  been  very  weak  and  ill  since  you 
were  here,'  Mary  Grove  explained  ;   '  he  was 
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quite  crushed  at  the  sight  of  mother's  bhnd- 
ness  and  helplessness.  The  remorse  and 
the  agony  seemed  more  than  he  could  bear. 
He  cannot  bear  her  now  out  of  his  sight ; 
he  hangs  upon  her  like  a  little  child  ;  he  will 
take  nothing  but  from  her  hand.  Oh,  it  is 
most  sad — most  touching  !  The  dreadful 
thing — the  craving — came  upon  him  this 
morning,  and  he  has  been  battling  with  it 
all  day.  We  could  not  get  him  to  take  any 
nourishment ;  I'm  afraid  our  soup  is  not  so 
good  as  the  Rectory  soup,'  Mary  said  with 
a  sigh.  She  had  found  out  all  about  it. 
'  We  tried  so  hard  to  get  him  to  take  some- 
thing, but  without  avail,  and  an  hour  ago 
he  said  he  could  bear  it  no  longer  ;  I  must 
send  for  you  to  give  him  back  his  pledge.' 

'  I    came    as    soon    as    I    could    get    here,' 
Stephen  murmured. 

'  Yes,    yes ;    you    came    directly,    but    you 
could  not  have  come  in  time.      He  was  like 
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one  possessed  ;  it  was  terrible  to  see  him  ! 
He  implored  mother  to  give  him  something 
—just  one  glass  of  whisky  to  quench  the 
horrible  thirst  that  was  consuming  him,  and 
—how  can  I  tell  you  the  rest  ?  She  had 
never  denied  him  anything  in  her  life.  It  is 
so  hard  to  deny  those  you  love ' 

'You  don't  mean,'  Stephen  gasped — 'that 
— that  s/ie  gave  it  to  him  ?' 

Mary  Grove  covered  her  face  with  her 
hands,  and  burst  into  tears. 

'  Oh,  you  don't  know,'  she  said,  with  a 
quiver  of  pain  in  her  voice,  '  what  it  is  to 
deny  those  you  love !' 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

A     LOVELY     contralto! 

Stephen  did  not  take  so  readily  to  the  new 
German  organist  as  other  people.  Perhaps 
he  was  jealous  of  his  popularity.  Not  that 
he  was  prone  to  be  jealous.  He  had  too 
poor  an  opinion  of  himself  to  afford  any 
grounds  for  jealousy  of  others.  If  people 
took  him  at  his  own  valuation  they  must 
have  had  a  very  poor  opinion  of  him  too. 
He  had  no  opinion  whatever  of  himself; 
nevertheless,  he  did  not  take  readily  to  the 
new  organist. 

Herr   Briinning   was   not    what   is    known 
as    a    man's    man ;    he    was    essentially    a 
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woman's  man.  He  had  soft  tones  in  his 
voice,  and  a  caressing  manner  which  did  not 
take  with  men,  but  it  took  immensely  with 
women. 

And  then  he  was  unusually  handsome — 
handsome  after  a  woman's  fashion. 

Men  do  not  affect  long  hair  with  a  curl 
in  it ;  they  are  not  moved  by  any  amount  of 
dreamy  softness  and  tenderness  in  other 
men's  eyes  ;  and — they  are  so  low-minded — 
they  don't  care  '  tuppence '  for  a  lovely 
moustache,  brown,  and  thick,  and  soft,  and 
silky,  and  curling  delightfully  at  the 
corners. 

All  these  things  do  not  affect  their 
judgment  in  the  least ;  they  prefer  a 
common-place  fellow  with  close-cut  hair  and 
a  square  brow,  and  no  personal  attractions 
to  speak  of. 

Yes ;  Herr  Brlinning  was  essentially  a 
woman's  man. 
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Stephen  often  met  him  at  the  Baroness 
Eberleln's,  at  her  petits  soupers.  He  was 
quite  at  home  there  ;  he  was  as  much  at 
home  at  the  Hermitage  as  if  he  had  Hved 
there  all  his  life.  This  was  quite  to  be 
accounted  for  by  their  previous  intimacy. 
The  Baroness  called  him  Carl,  and  he 
addressed  her  familiarly  as  Leena.  They 
had  known  each  other,  she  explained,  from 
childhood. 

Bebee  had  not  the  playing  all  to  herself 
now.  Carl  Briinning  would  swing  himself 
round  on  the  music-stool  after  supper,  and 
sit  thumping  away  at  the  piano  for  hours. 
He  was  never  tired  of  thumping.  Stephen 
would  often  come  away  and  leave  him  at  it 
— thumping  the  piano,  and  thundering  away 
in  his  big  bass  voice  about  his  '  Vaterland.' 
He  never  tired  of  singing  about  his  '  Vater- 
land.' 

If  he   were  so   verv  fond   of   it,   it  was  a 
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wonder  he  was  in  such  a  hurry  to  leave  it, 
and  accept  the  position  of  an  organist  at  a 
beggarly  salary  in  an  out-of-the-way  country 
town  in  England. 

Stephen  sometimes  wondered  what  had 
brought  him  to  Thorpe.  With  that  musical 
talent  of  his,  and  his  great  voice,  and  his 
violin  -  playing — he  played  like  an  angel — 
that  is,  if  angels  ever  play  such  sublunary 
instruments — he  ought  to  have  been  in  some 
great  centre  where  he  could  have  com- 
manded an  appreciative  audience. 

A  mean  and  unworthy  suspicion  would 
sometimes  cross  his  mind  as  he  sat  in  the 
reading-desk  at  church  listening  to  the  organ 
rolling  out  those  grand  voluntaries,  or  as  he 
buried  his  head  in  the  Baroness's  soft  velvet 
cushions  at  the  Hermitage  after  supper,  and 
listened  until  he  quivered  all  over  as  if  he 
were  a  stringed  instrument  himself,  while 
Carl    Brlinning   brought   out  from   his  violin 
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impassioned  strains  such  as  he  had  never 
heard  evoked  from  any  instrument  before. 
But,  then,  Stephen  was  not  a  musician  ;  he 
could  only  play  a  hymn  tune  with  one 
finger.  * 

He  couldn't  understand  how  a  man  who 
was  master  of  the  whole  gamut  of  human 
passion,  who  had  it  literally  at  his  fingers' 
ends,  could  come  to  Thorpe  Regis  in  the 
humble  capacity  of  organist  to  the  parish 
church. 

Perhaps  he  had  '  done  something,'  like 
Doll.  There  were  a  good  many  people  with 
shady  antecedents  in  Thorpe,  who  were 
rumoured  to  have  'done  something.'  It  was 
an  out-of-the-way  place,  set  apart  from  the 
ways  of  men,  and  far^ — very  far — from  the 
madding  crowd's  ignoble  strife. 

It  was  an  excellent  place  for  anyone  who 
had  *  done  something '  to  find  a  safe 
asylum. 
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It  was  an  odd  thing  that  the  same  thought 
had  struck  the  Rector,  though  he  had  never 
said  a  word  on  the  subject  to  his  curate.  It 
had  struck  him  on  the  first  Sunday,  while 
the  new  organist  was  playing  that  voluntary, 
and  Lady  Camilla  was  waiting  in  the 
chancel. 

He  couldn't  understand  any  more  than 
Stephen  why  Carl  Brlinning  had  come  to 
Thorpe. 

No  one  who  had  heard  him  play  could 
understand  it. 

Tom  Banister,  if  the  truth  must  be  told, 
did  not  make  very  searching  inquiries  into 
the  antecedents  of  his  new  organist.  He 
wrote  to  the  chaplain  of  the  English  church 
at  Dresden,  where  he  had  been  engaged 
until  quite  recently.  The  engagement,  he 
learnt,  had  suddenly  ceased ;  the  chaplain 
did  not  say  for  what  reason,  and  the  Rector 
did  not  inquire. 
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About  his  musical  qualifications  for  the 
post  of  organist  of  St.  Michael's,  inquiries 
were  needless  after  that  first  Sunday  ;  and 
for  the  rest,  if  the  man  did  his  duty,  what 
right  had  he  to  inquire  into  a  closed  chapter 
of  his  life  ? 

There  are  few  men  who  have  not  a  page 
in  their  career  they  would  gladly  turn  down. 
Why  shouldn't  Carl  Brlinning  turn  down  his 
uncomfortable  page  and  begin  afresh  ? 

Stephen  often  met  him  at  supper  at  the 
Hermitage,  and  sometimes  they  walked  home 
together  afterwards.  Stephen  lived  in  quite 
a  mean  lodging  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill — a 
nasty  damp,  draughty  little  house  looking 
out  upon  the  river — and  the  organist  had 
delightful  rooms  in  a  dear  little  villa  at  the 
top  of  the  street.  The  one  was  lodged  like 
a  prince,  the  other — well,  not  exactly  like  a 
beggar — like  a  man  wlm  had  taken  the  vow 
of  poverty,  and  meant  to  keep  it. 
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As  their  paths  lay  in  the  same  direction, 
they  often  walked  back  from  the  Baroness's 
together. 

Briinning  was  naturally  curious  to  learn 
something  about  the  people  he  had  come 
amongst ;  he  wanted  to  know  a  great  deal 
about  them. 

He  asked  Stephen  one  night  on  their  way 
back  about  the  girl  who  had  rejected  the 
Baroness's  soup.  He  had  heard  the  whole 
story  of  the  girl  and  her  drunken  old  father  ; 
he  was  very  anxious  to  hear  about  the 
girl. 

'  I  don't  know  much  about  heroes  or 
heroines,'  Stephen  said  modestly  ;  '  I  have 
never  come  across  any,  except  women  who 
deny  themselves  everything  in  life  for  the 
sake  of  their  children  or  a  sick  husband  ;  or 
a  man  worn  out  with  disease,  who  goes  to 
work  at  daybreak,  and  comes  back  at  dusk, 
and  works  all  day  until  he  is  ready  to  drop, 
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to  provide  bread  for  the  little  children  at 
home.  I  often  meet  with  that  kind  of 
heroism.  One  orets  so  used  to  denial  and 
sacrifice  on  the  part  of  the  poor  that  one 
doesn't  take  much  account  of  it.  I  don't  see 
how  they  would  get  on  without  it,  but  with 
that  girl  at  Wellbrook  Cottage  it  is  a  dif- 
ferent thing.  She  was  a  Girton  girl,  and 
w^as  going  to  take  a  First  Class  in  her  Tripos 
— a  big  thing  for  any  woman  to  do — the  very 
biggest  she  can  do.  Think,  the  First  Class 
in  a  Tripos !' 

Stephen  was  talking  to  himself.  He  had 
forgotten  all  about  his  companion  ;  he  was 
thinking  what  that  First  Class  in  Natural 
Science  had  cost  him. 

'  I  didn't  know  she  was  a  Girton  girl,' 
said  Briinning.  '  I  never  heard  that  she 
was.' 

*  Oh,  didn't  you  ?  I  thought  everybody 
knew.     She  gave  it  all  up  months  ago,  just 
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before  the  examination,  after  all  that  work, 
when  the  reward  was  within  her  grasp — she 
gave  it  up,  and  left  Cambridge,  and  came 
back  to  that  miserable  home,  and  devoted 
herself  to  the  care  of  her  parents — her  poor, 
broken-hearted  mother  and  her  drunken  old 
father.  Heaven  only  knows  what  she  has 
had  to  put  up  with  since  she  has  been  back, 
or  what  would  have  happened  if  she  had 
not  come  back.  She  is  content  to  do  the 
meanest  drudgery,  and  to  serve  these  un- 
happy people  night  and  day.  Her  mother 
is  blind — she  has  recently  become  blind — 
and  she  is  everything  to  her ;  and  she  has  to 
stand  between  her  father  and  his  besetting 
sin.  If  it  were  not  for  her,  he  would  have 
delirium  tremens,  and  do  some  dreadful 
thing.' 

'  Does  she,  a  girl,  do  all  this  T  the  other 
asked  hoarsely. 

Stephen  could   not  see  in  the  dusky  lane 
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the  change  in  his  face,  and  that  his  Hp  was 
quivering,  but  he  noticed  the  agitation  in  his 
voice.  The  story  of  this  unknown  girl's 
homely  heroism  must  have  touched  him 
deeply. 

'  Yes,'  said  Stephen  ;  '  she  is  all  this,  and 
more.  If  she  is  not  a  heroine,  she  is  an 
angel !' 

The  two  walked  on  in  silence  until  they 
reached  the  top  of  the  road  and  Herr 
Briinninof's  house  was  in  sig^ht. 

*  Is  not  this — this  girl  in  danger  from  her 
father's  violence  when  he  is  drunk  ?'  he 
asked,  in  a  tone  of  suppressed  excitement ; 
he  was  very  much  interested  in  the  girl 
Stephen  had  been  speaking  of  '  Do  you 
think  it  is  safe  for  her  to  be  alone  with  him, 
such  a  litde  fragile  thing?  Oh,  I'm  sure 
someone  should  interfere !' 

'  She  is  not  very  fragile,'  said  Stephen, 
with  a  smile  at  the  picture  of  the  distressed 
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damsel  his  companion  had  conjured  up. 
'  Fortunately,  she  is  made  on  large  lines  ; 
she  is  a  Juno  for  strength — and  beauty.' 

*  A  Juno  ?'  Carl  Brlinning  repeated.  '  Ah, 
I  see  our  national  ideas  of  beauty  and 
strength  differ.  I  should  rather  have  said 
a — a  Venus.' 

He  lingered  over  the  word,  as  if  he  were 
unwilling  to  let  it  go  ;  it  was  quite  natural. 
Venus  is  the  embodiment  of  what  is  lovely 
and  lovable  in  woman,  but  she  is  not  exactly 
a  heroine. 

Mary  Grove  was  not  the  least  like  Venus. 

Then  it  dawned  upon  Stephen  that  Brlin- 
ning had  probably  heard  about  Doll,  or  seen 
Doll ;  in  that  case,  he  could  quite  understand 
the  allusion  to  Venus. 

'  There  is  a  younger  sister/  he  said,  '  who 
rather  answers  your  ideal — a  little  fair  thing. 
I  suppose  people  who  admire  pink-and-white 
girls  would  call  her  pretty.' 
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He  had  forgotten  that  Venus  was  only 
white  and  pink — very  pink — nothing  more. 

'  Oh,'  said  the  other,  with  a  break  in  his 
voice,  '  I  did  not  understand  there  were  two 
girls.  You  spoke  as  if  there  was  only 
one.  Is  not  the  younger  sister  a — a  heroine 
also  ?' 

There  really  was  no  reason  why  he  should 
display  so  much  interest  in  strangers,  and 
why  his  voice  should  falter. 

'  I  don't  know  that  she  is  exactly  a 
heroine,'  Stephen  said,  with  a  laugh.  '  She 
is  made  of  different  material  to  Mary  Grove. 
I  dare  say  she  would  rise  to  the  occasion, 
like  most  women  ;  but  I  rather  think  she 
would  run  away.  All  women  can't  be  made 
on  large  lines.' 

'  No,  no,'  exclaimed  the  other  hastily  ; 
'  God  forbid !  After  all,  I  don't  know  that 
I  should  like  a  woman  any  the  more  for 
being  a  heroine.      I   should  like  her  to  have 
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the  courage  of  her  opinions — to  be  brave 
enough  to  risk  a  good  deal  for  the  man  she 
loved.  I  think  that  sort  of  heroism  would 
suit  me  best.' 

Stephen  sighed. 

He  wasn't  thinking  of  Doll  ;  he  didn't 
think  she  would  be  likely  to  risk  very  much 
for  anybody.  He  didn't  know  much  of 
Doll ;  he  knew  more  of  her  sister.  He 
was  wondering  whether  Mary  Grove's  turn 
would  ever  come  to  love  ;  he  was  thinking 
that  the  man  who  was  so  fortunate  as  to  win 
her  love  would  reverence  her  with  a  truer 
and  deeper  homage  for  her  heroism,  that  he 
would  win  her,  as  a  man  should  win  a 
woman,  on  his  knees.  There  will  be  time 
enough  to  get  up  by-and-by. 

Brlinning  had  walked  past  his  own  door ; 
he  had  walked  the  whole  length  of  the  road, 
and  he  parted  with  Stephen  at  his  garden- 
gate. 
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Before  he  said  good-night  he  paused,  and 
took  a  great  whiff  of  the  cigar  he  was 
smoking.  It  was  a  big  cigar  of  a  rare 
brand,  and  to  Stephen,  who  didn't  smoke, 
who  had  put  aside  this  form  of  intemperance 
with  other  things  appertaining  to  the  flesh, 
the  very  fragrance  of  it  was  intoxicating. 
Nobody  smoked  particularly  good  cigars  in 
Thorpe.  They  were  of  a  mild,  inoffensive 
character,  but  they  were  distinctly  not 
fragrant. 

'  We  are  awfully  short  of  good  contraltos 
for  the  choir,'  the  organist  said,  puffing  the 
smoke  in  a  great  cloud  between  his  lips ; 
*  there  are  more  sopranos  than  we  want,  but 
there  is  room  for  a  good  contralto.  Do  you 
know  if  either  of  the  girls  you  have  been 
talkintr  about  has  a  contralto  voice  ?  I  wish 
you'd  find  out.  It  would  be  awfully  useful 
in  the  choir.' 

Stephen  promised  he  would  find  out. 

VOL.  II.  25 
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He  found  out  the  very  next  day.  He 
hadn't  been  near  Wellbrook  Lane  for  a 
week.  With  all  that  conscientious  parish 
visiting,  he  had  not  much  time  on  his  hands 
for  running  backwards  and  forwards  to  Well- 
brook  Lane. 

He  had  not  seen  Major  Grove  since  that 
day  when  he  had  sent  for  him  to  give  him 
back  his  pledge.  He  had  called  several 
times  at  the  cottage,  but  the  Major  had 
refused  to  see  him.  He  refused  to  see  him 
to-day,  but  he  saw  Mrs.  Grove. 

She  came  into  Mary's  room  while  Stephen 
was  there.  She  came  in  alone,  groping  her 
way  after  the  manner  of  the  blind,  and  with 
her  hands  stretched  out  before  her. 

He  rose  up  at  once  and  took  her  hand, 
and  led  her  to  a  chair. 

'  I  have  wanted  to  see  you  so  much,  Mr. 
Dashwood,'  she  said  eagerly,  with  feeble 
haste.      Her  voice  had  changed  like  her  face. 
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and  had  grown  old  and  feeble.  *  I  wanted 
to  explain ;  I  was  afraid  you  would  judge 
him  harshly.  It  was  my  fault  that  he  broke 
the  pledge ' 

'  There  is  nothing  to  explain,'  Stephen 
hastened  to  say ;  '  there  is  no  explanation 
due  to  me.      I  am  not  his  judge.' 

'  Yes  ;  but  you  ought  to  know  the  truth. 
It  is  right  you  should  know.  I — I  gave 
him  the  whisky ;  he  would  have  died,  I 
think,  or  gone  out  of  his  mind,  if  I  hadn't. 
I  should  do  it  again  if  he  were  to  come  to 
me  as  he  came  then.' 

She  was  so  eager  to  defend  her  husband 
that  her  voice  failed  her  at  times,  and  the 
words  refused  to  come.  The  paralysis, 
which  had  taken  away  her  sight,  had  affected 
her  speech. 

Mary  Grove  took  her  trembling  hands 
between  hers. 

*  Nobody    blames    you,    dear,'    she    said. 
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*  You  did  it  for  the  best.  Of  course  you  had 
a  right  to  do  it.' 

'  And  how  is  the  Major  ?'  Stephen  asked. 

The  sight  of  the  bHnd  woman,  and  her 
anxiety  to  shield  the  man  who  had  brought 
this  evil  upon  her,  tried  him  deeply.  He 
wasn't  at  all  sure  that  she  was  not  a 
heroine. 

*  Oh,  papa  is  just  the  same ;  I  am  afraid 
he  is  no  better.  He  is  quiet  now ;  he  has 
been  very  quiet  since  —  since  that  attack. 
Mamma  nursed  him  through  it ;  he  would 
let  no  one  go  near  him  but  mamma.  He 
has  been  in  a  very  depressed  state  since ; 
he  sits  in  his  chair  for  hours,  sometimes  for 
days,  without  speaking  to  anyone,  and  he 
will  eat  no  food.  He  goes  for  days  without 
taking  anything.' 

'  Without ' 

Stephen  did  not  need  to  finish  the 
question. 
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*  No,'  said  Mary  softly,  dropping  her  eyes 
as  if  the  weakness  and  the  shame  were  hers 
— '  no,  not  without  —  what  he  has  been 
accustomed  to  have ' 

'  He  has  been  accustomed  to  it  so  long ; 
he  could  not  give  it  up  all  at  once,'  Mrs. 
Grove  broke  in  with  her  eager,  faltering 
voice.  '  It  would  kill  him  to  give  it  up  all 
at  once.  He  takes  very  little ;  he  would 
give  that  up  if  he  could.  He  has  tried — 
oh,  no  one  knows  how  he  has  tried — to  do 
without  it !  You  must  not  condemn  him — 
oh,  indeed  you  must  not  condemn  him !' 

It  was  very  hard  upon  Stephen.  He  had 
done  his  best  to  get  the  unhappy  man  to 
sign  the  pledge  for  the  sake  of  these  dear 
women,  and  it  seemed  to  him  to-day  that 
they  were  reflecting  upon  him  ;  they  were 
putting  him  in  the  position  of  Major  Grove's 
keeper. 

He  rose  up  and  said  good-bye  stiffly  ;  he 
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wasn't  at  all  sure  whether  he  ought  not  to 
have  left  these  dear  unthankful  women  alone 
to  manage  their  own  affairs.  He  felt  dread- 
fully afraid  he  was  an  interloper. 

Mary  Grove  went  to  the  door  with  him 
after  he  had  taken  leave  of  her  mother.  He 
left  the  poor  woman  wiping  her  sightless 
eyes  and  feebly  murmuring  to  herself: 

'  You  must  not  blame  him — oh,  indeed 
you  must  not  blame  him  !' 

When  Stephen  had  got  out  into  the 
passage  he  asked  after  Doll. 

*  Oh,  Doll  has  gone  to  see  someone  about 
an  engagement  as  morning  governess.  I 
am  afraid  it  will  be  no  use ;  she  has  tried 
two  or  three  other  people  before,  and  no 
one  will  have  her.  I  can't  think  why.  I 
suppose  they  are  shy  of  Wellbrook  Cottage.' 

Mary  Grove  sighed,  and  Stephen  thought 
he  saw  the  tears  come  into  her  eyes. 

*  Your  sister  has  decided  to  remain  here. 
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then  ?'  he  said.  '  I  don't  think  you  could  do 
without  her.' 

'  No  ;  she  couldn't  go  away  now,  but  it 
would  be  a  help  if  she  could  get  an  engage- 
ment as  daily  governess.  She  is  really 
clever  ;  she  is  cleverer  in  her  way  than  I  am. 
She  plays  and  sings  beautifully.' 

Then  Stephen  remembered  that  he  had 
promised  to  ask  Doll  to  join  the  choir. 

*  What  kind  of  a  voice  has  she  ?'  he  asked 
eagerly.      '  Has  she  a  contralto  voice  ?' 

'  How  did  you  know  what  voice  she  had  ?' 
Mary  asked,  with  a  smile.  '  She  has  a 
lovely  contralto  voice  !  She  had  it  beauti- 
fully trained  in  Germany.  She  was  taught 
by  a  great  master.' 

Before  Stephen  went  away,  he  had  begged 
Mary  Grove  to  ask  Doll  to  join  the  choir. 

He  remembered  months  after  that  he  had 
asked  her,  not  Briinning,  and  she  had  not 
volunteered  with  the  rest. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

A    WOMAN    AND    A    WALNUT-TREE. 

Mrs.  Grove  went  back  to  her  husband  after 
Stephen  had  gone  away. 

She  had  to  feel  her  way  back  ;  she  had 
got  used  to  teeHng  it  now,  but  her  bhndness 
was  still  so  new  to  her  that  she  could  only 
go  from  room  to  room  with  a  slow,  hesitating 
step. 

She  opened  the  door  of  the  room  where 
Major  Grove  spent  his  days,  and  a  great 
deal  of  his  nights,  and  felt  her  way  in.  She 
stretched  out  her  arms  before  her,  feeling 
her  way  step  by  step  to  the  chair  where  she 
always  sat. 
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The  sight  of  her  coming  in  in  that  help- 
less way  always  touched  him.  It  touched 
him  to-day  more  than  ever  as  he  looked  up 
when  she  opened  the  door.  He  had  been 
sitting  in  his  usual  attitude  of  profound 
dejection,  with  his  face  buried  in  his  hands, 
and  he  looked  up  when  his  wife  entered  the 
room. 

His  mind  had  travelled  far  away  as  he 
had  been  sitting  there.  It  had  travelled 
back  to  that  far-off  time  when  he  had  asked 
her  to  be  his  wife.  His  mind  often  wandered 
now  in  these  long,  long  reveries,  when  he 
sat  hour  after  hour  with  his  face  covered 
with  his  hands.  They  thought  him  asleep. 
But  he  was  not  asleep  ;  he  was  going  back 
in  memory  to  the  old  days — he  was  living 
over  again  the  scenes  and  incidents  of  his 
youth. 

His  mind  had  wandered  away  when  his 
wife  had  left  him  sitting  there  ;  it  had  gone 
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back  to  that  far-off  day  when  he  had  first 
seen  her,  and  it  had  followed  step  by  step 
that  brief  interval  of  high  hope  and  fierce 
despair  that  culminated  into  rapturous  bliss 
— oh,  how  well  he  remembered  that  bliss ! — 
on  that  happy  night  when  she  had  promised 
to  be  his. 

He  recalled,  as  he  sat  there  with  his  face 
buried  in  his  hands,  how  she  looked  on  that 
never  -  forgotten  night.  He  could  see  the 
delicate  shell-pink  die  out  of  her  lovely  wild- 
rose  face — it  was  a  lovely  wild-rose  face  in 
those  days — as  he  told  his  love,  leaving  it  as 
white  as  the  soft  folds  of  the  white  gown 
she  wore.  He  could  see  the  pearls  on  her 
neck  rise  and  fall  as  he  spoke  ;  he  could 
almost  count  her  heart-beats  by  the  flutter  of 
the  soft  lace  on  her  bosom. 

The  old  time  was  about  him — the  perfume 
of  the  flowers  in  the  conservatory  where  he 
told    his   tale,    the   sound   of   the    music,   the 
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measured  footfalls  of  the  dancers  in  the 
adjoining  room. 

He  heard  it  all  distinctly  ;  he  recognised 
the  tune  of  the  waltz  they  were  playing. 
He  never  remembered  to  have  heard  it 
since  that  night  ;  but  he  heard  it  now,  and 
as  he  was  listening  to  it  the  door  of  the 
room  opened,  and  he  looked  up. 

She  was  coming  in  with  her  arms  out- 
stretched before  her,  feebly  groping  her  way 
by  the  aid  of  the  furniture  ;  she  was  coming 
towards  him  with  the  old  love  in  her  heart — 
her  true  woman's  heart,  as  true  to-day  as  in 
the  old  tender  time — and  she  was  stretching 
out  her  arms  towards  him  as  she  had  stretched 
them  out  then. 

He  had  been  aroused  from  his  reverie  so 
suddenly  by  the  opening  of  the  door  that 
the  old  associations  still  clung  to  him  ;  his 
mind  had  been  but  half  recalled  to  the 
present. 
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'  Oh,  is  it  you,  Sara  ?'  he  said.  '  How 
long  you  have  been  coming  !' 

Something  in  his  voice  struck  her — some- 
thing that  recalled  the  past.  There  were  no 
glad  and  eager  tones  in  his  voice  now. 

She  stood  still,  with  her  arms  still 
outstretched ;  but  she  was  trembling  all 
over. 

She  pushed  back  the  green  shade,  and  he 
could  see  her  blind  eyes  rolling  helplessly, 
and  her  poor  thin  paralyzed  lips  quivering. 

As  she  stood  there,  a  pitiful  spectacle,  old 
and  blind  and  helpless,  his  memory  came 
back. 

This  was  the  woman  he  had  loved,  the 
bride  he  had  won — the  bride,  wife,  mother ; 
the  devoted  helpmeet  who  had  clung  to  him 
through  weal,  through  woe,  through  all  the 
troubled  years.  It  came  upon  him  like  a  blow 
as  he  looked  at  her  standing  there,  the  awful, 
cruel  contrast — the  girl  in  the  conservatory, 


A    WOMAN  AND  A    WALNUT-TREE     141 

and  the  blind  woman  groping  in  the  dark. 
What  grievous  trouble  and  helpless  shame 
had  he  brought  upon  her !  And  now,  by 
his  own  hand,  he  had  brought  about  this 
darkness,  the  direst  calamity  of  all. 

The  miserable  man  let  his  face  fall  upon 
his  breast,  and  groaned  aloud. 

'  What  is  it  ?'  she  said  eagerly.  '  Oh,  my 
dear,  what  is  it  ?' 

She  felt  her  way  over  to  him,  and  stood 
trembling  beside  his  chair. 

'  You  called  me,  Augustus  ?'  she  said.  '  It 
was  like  your  old  voice.  Is  there  anything 
the  matter,  dear  ?' 

He  did  not  answer  her,  but  sat  with  his 
face  drooping  on  his  breast. 

'  Augustus  !'  she  faltered,  in  her  slow 
trembling  accents — '  Augustus,  speak  to  me  ! 
Dearest,  are  you  ill  ?' 

She  passed  her  hand  quickly  over  his  face 
and  throat.      It  was  the   first   time   she   had 
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felt  It  in  that  way  since  her  blindness  ;  it  was 
her  only  way  now  of  telling  if  anything  was 
amiss. 

The  action,  or  her  touch — maybe  it  had 
not  yet  lost  its  ancient  power — broke  him 
down. 

'  Oh,  Sara  !'  he  cried.  '  Sara,  can  you 
ever  forgive  me  ?' 

Her  only  answer  was  to  throw  her  arms 
about  him  and  kiss  him  a  hundred  times, 
crying  and  weeping  over  him. 

'  I  have  nothing  to  forgive,  Augustus — I 
have  nothing  to  forgive  !' 

'  To  think,'  he  said,  '  you  should  have 
wasted  all  these  years  !' — he  was  thinking  of 
the  years  that  had  passed  since  the  air  of  that 
waltz  and  the  footsteps  of  the  dancers  had 
been  in  his  ears — *  to  think  that  all  this  time 
you  should  have  gone  on  suffering  —  God 
only  knows  how  you  must  have  suffered  !  I 
have   never   heard    you    complain.       I    have 
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never  once  heard  your  voice  —  your  dear 
voice — raised  in  reproach.' 

'  I  have  had  nothing  to  reproach  you  with, 
my  dading  !'  she  said  in  her  eager,  imperfect, 
faltering  way,  made  doubly  imperfect  and 
faltering  by  her  eagerness.  '  You  have  been 
a  good  husband  to  me — a  loving  husband — 
a  tender  father.' 

'  I  have  ruined  your  life,  Sara !'  he  said 
with  a  groan.  '  You  might  have  lived  a 
happy,  honoured  life  if  you  had  not  been  the 
wife  of — a — a  drunkard  !' 

Her  arms  were  about  him — her  trembling, 
feeble  arms — and  she  had  got  his  head  on 
her  bosom. 

'  I  would  not  have  exchanged  my  lot  for 
the  lot  of  the  happiest  woman  in  the  world,' 
she  said,  in  that  reedy  voice,  quivering  with 
tenderness,  that  had  thrilled  him  in  the  days 
of  his  youthful  love.  '  If  I  had  to  go  over 
my  time  again,  I  should  do  just  the  same.' 
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It  was  the  old  story  of  the  woman  and  the 
walnut-tree. 

When  Mary  Grove  came  in  an  hour  later, 
she  was  still  sitting  with  her  arm  around  him, 
and  his  head  pillowed  on  her  faithful  bosom. 

Mary  suddenly  remembered  that  she  had 
neglected  the  old  people  ;  she  had  been  full 
of  her  own  thoughts  ;  she  had  quite  forgotten 
how  the  time  had  flown. 

Doll  had  come  in  from  her  walk,  and 
found  her  sister  sitting  with  her  hands  folded 
in  her  lap,  and  looking  out  into  the  little  wet, 
green  garden.  It  was  not  often  that  Mary 
Grove  sat  idly  dreaming  ;  she  was  dreaming 
now,  and  when  she  looked  up,  when  Doll 
came  into  the  room,  there  was  a  far-away 
look  in  her  eyes.  She  must  have  been  look- 
ing a  long  way  beyond  that  wet,  green 
garden. 

It  had  been  raining  hard,  and  Doll's 
plumes  were  draggled — at    least,   her   skirts 
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were — but  her  cheeks  were  scarlet  and  her 
eyes  were  shining. 

Mary  Grove  could  think  of  nothing  that 
could  work  such  a  transformation  in  Doll 
except  having  succeeded  in  her  mission. 
She  had  been  about  an  engagement  as  dpiil.y 
governess  ;  she  had  failed  three  tim.es 
already  ;  surely  now  she  had  been  successful, 
and  had  come  back  flushed  and  happy,  ,\n 
spite  of  the  rain. 

She  was  nearly  wet  through. 

'  I  am  so  glad  you  have  succeeded  at  laj^.t, 
dear,'  Mary  said,  in  a  tone  of  relief  and 
pleasure,  jumping  up  at  the  same  time  aiul 
helping  the  girl  off  with  her  wet  things.  , 

'Succeeded!  What  do  you  mean  .'^'  Doll 
asked,  with  a  little  impatience  in  her  tone, 
and  just  a  shadow  coming  over  her  bright 
face. 

'  They  were  not  suited  at  the  Larches,  aft<cr 
all,  and  they  will  have  you '  .... 
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'  They  will  not  have  me  !'  Doll  said, 
stamping  her  foot  on  the  floor  —  she  might 
have  stamped  it  in  freeing  herself  from 
her  wet  things  that  clung  about  her  and 
were  unwilling  to  come  off—'  no  one  will 
have  me !  I  can't  think  what  you  mean, 
Mary-gold !' 

Mary  kissed  her  impatient  little  sister,  and 
then  she  noticed  that  her  cheeks  were  not 
only  scarlet,  but  they  were  burning. 

'  I  thought  you  were  looking  so  bright  and 
happy — you  have  not  looked  so  happy  since 
you  came  back,  Doll — that — that  something 
must  have  happened.' 

'  Nothing  has  happened,'  Doll  said  im- 
patiently ;  '  nothing  ever  does  happen  here 
but  disappointment.' 

Nevertheless,  she  did  not  look  disap- 
pointed. She  could  not  keep  the  brightness 
out  of  her  eyes.  Mary  looked  at  her  with  a 
sort  of  astonishment,  not  unmixed  with  pain. 
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'  Tell  me  what  it  is,  dear,'  she  said  softly  ; 
and  she  held  Doll's  two  little  soft  warm 
hands  in  hers.  '  I'm  sure  something  has 
happened.' 

Doll  snatched  away  her  hands,  and  the 
scarlet  on  her  cheeks  deepened. 

'  I  tell  you  nothing  has  happened,'  Doll 
said  guiltily  and  stammering.  '  They  would 
not  have  me  at  the  Larches  ;  no  one  will 
have  me  about  here.  I  will  never,  never 
try  again,  Mary-gold.  Oh,  how  I  hate  the 
place  and  everyone  in  it !' 

She  really  did  stamp  now. 

'  Never  mind,  dear,'  Mary  said,  with  a 
quiver  in  her  voice  ;  she  was  just  a  little  dis- 
appointed, and  she  could  not  keep  it  out  of 
her  voice.  *  Never  mind,  dear  ;  we  must 
think  of  something  else.' 

And  then  she  remembered  what  Stephen 
had  said  about  Doll  joining  the  choir. 

'  Mr.   Dashwood    has   been   here,'  she  saltl 
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presently,  when  she  had  got  Doll  into  some 
dry  clothes.      '  He  left  a  message  for  you.' 

'  I  know  all  about  it,'  Doll  said,  with  the 
colour  flaming  up  again  into  her  cheeks  in 
that  ridiculous  way  ;  '  I  met  him  in  the  lane, 
and  he  told  me  he — he  had  asked  you — he 
had  asked  me — no,  I  don't  mean  that — he 
wanted  me  to — to  join  the  choir.' 

Mary  looked  at  her  sister  with  a  large 
look  of  astonishment  and  mystification. 

'  What  has  come  to  the  child  ?'  she  asked 
herself,  as  she  noted  the  girl's  embarrassment 
and  the  light — the  love-light — in  her  tell-tale 
eyes.      *  Surely — no,  surely  not ' 

She  didn't  even  think  out  the  thought  that 
had  arisen  in  her  mind.  She  jumped  up 
abruptly  and  went  out  of  the  room  to  get 
Doll  some  hot  tea. 

Before  she  went,  she  said  in  a  voice  she 
tried  to  keep  steady,  but  that  would  tremble 
in  spite  of  herself  : 
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'  I  suppose  you  have  given  Mr.  Dash  wood 
an  answer  ?' 

'  Yes  ;  why  shouldn't  I  ?  Why  do  you 
ask  ?  Of  course  I  have  given  him  an 
answer.  I  would  go  anywhere,  I  would  do 
anything,  to  get  away  from  this  miserable 
house,  if  only  for  an  hour  !' 

Mary-gold  shut  the  door,  and  she  went 
downstairs  with  a  look  of  startled  intelli- 
gence dawning  in  her  eyes. 

It  was  this  interview  with  Doll,  and  getting 
her  out  of  her  drenched  garments,  that  had 
made  her  neglect  the  old  people. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

'  WHEN    A    LADY    ELOPES ' 

Stephen  had  heard  from  Doll,  whom  he 
had  met  in  the  lane,  the  failure  of  her 
application.  He  was  not  surprised  at  it  ; 
everyone  in  Thorpe  had  a  prejudice  against 
the  inmates  of  Wellbrook  Cottage,  and 
everyone  looked  with  suspicion  upon  Doll. 

The  only  chance  of  her  getting  an  engage- 
ment was  to  leave  Thorpe,  and  go  where 
she  was  not  known.  Just  now  it  was  out  of 
the  question,  her  going  away.  She  could 
not  possibly  leave  her  sister  alone.  No  one 
could  tell  day  by  day  what  might  happen 
at  Wellbrook  Cottage.     The  wretched  man 
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who  had  been  the  occasion  of  so  much 
anxiety  to  everybody  might  break  out  at 
any  moment,  might  have  delirium  tremens, 
and  the  end  might  come  suddenly. 

Nobody  would  be  very  sorry  when  it  did 
come — at  least,  so  Stephen  argued — but  it 
would  not  do  for  Mary  Grove  to  be  alone 
at  the  time. 

With  all  this  in  his  mind,  Stephen  went 
over  to  the  Rectory  the  day  following  to 
talk  the  matter  over  with  his  Rector's  wife. 
Mrs.  Tom  was  still  a  litde  ailing.  Her 
throat  had  never  got  quite  well  after  that 
cold.  She  was  still  hoarse,  and  she  had  a 
little  cough  —  not  much  of  a  cough,  not 
enough  to  call  in  a  doctor,  but  just  enough 
to  be  troublesome,  and  to  keep  her  from 
taking  any  part  in  the  choir. 

She  was  playing  with  the  children  in  the 
garden  when  Stephen  opened  the  Rectory 
gate,    and    he    watched    her    running    races 
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with  them  as  he  walked  slowly  up  the  path. 
At  least,  Poppy  and  Tommykin  were  running, 
and  Mrs.  Tom  was  dodging  them  across  the 
lawn  and  behind  the  great  trees.  The  grass 
was  wet — was  soaked,  indeed — with  yester- 
day's heavy  rain,  and  she  ought  to  have 
known  better,  with  her  relaxed  throat,  than 
to  have  been  walking  upon  it. 

She  came  Into  the  house  flushed  and  pant- 
ing. Stephen  had  never  seen  her  look  so 
lovely  before.  He  had  never  seen  such  a 
transparent  complexion  In  his  life ;  her 
cheeks  were  glowing,  and  her  eyes  were 
shining ;  but  her  hand  was  moist,  quite 
moist,  when  she  put  it  in  his.  He  didn't 
know  much  about  women,  but  he  had  a 
kind  of  conviction  that  this  sort  of  thing — 
the  exertion  and  the  wet  grass — was  not 
exactly  the  right  sort  of  thing  for  her. 

She  sent  the  children  away  to  finish  their 
game  in   the  garden,  but  she  gave  them   a 
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special  injunction  not  to  go  upon  the  grass. 
She  could  be  so  watchful  for  others. 

Stephen  told  her  his  errand  ;  he  had  no 
secrets  from  Mrs.  Tom.  He  told  her  all 
about  the  blind  woman's  defence  of  her 
husband,  and  his  pitiful  condition,  and  his 
own  fears  about  what  might  happen  at  any 
time  at  Wellbrook  Cottage,  and  how  im- 
portant it  was  that  Mary  Grove  should  not 
be  left  alone. 

Mrs.  Tom  saw  it  at  once  ;  she  always  saw- 
things  directly. 

'  Of  course  she  mustn't  go  away,'  she  said, 
speaking  of  Doll  ;  *  we  must  find  something 
for  her  to  do  here.' 

'  She  has  tried  a  lot  of  people  already,' 
Stephen  said,  with  a  half-suppressed  sigh. 

He  was  ridiculously  anxious  about  getting 
Doll  an  engagement,  but  it  w^as  not  of  Doll 
he  was  thinking  when  he  sighed. 

'  I  know — I  know!'  Mrs.  Tom  interrupted 


154  TO  HIS  OWN  MASTER 

impatiently  ;  '  the  people  here  are  horribly 
uncharitable.  As  if  those  poor  girls  could 
help  having  a  drunken  father !' 

She  had  been  uncharitable  herself  once 
about  Doll,  but  a  change  had  come  over  her 
lately,  and  she  did  not  condemn  people  so 
hastily.  She  had  even  written  to  the 
Baroness  Eberlein,  thanking  her  for  recom- 
mending the  new  organist,  and  telling  her 
how  delighted  the  Rector  was  with  him. 

Mrs.  Tom  was  as  good  as  her  word  :  she 
found  something  for  Doll  to  do  that  very 
afternoon. 

Stephen  met  her  driving  back  from  the 
Court.  She  stopped  her  pony-carriage,  and 
called  to  him. 

*  I  have  such  good  news !'  she  said. 
'  Lady  Camilla  wants  a  morning  governess, 
and  she  will  take  Doll  on  my  recommenda- 
tion. I  am  just  going  to  the  cottage  to  tell 
her.      She  can  begin  at  once.' 
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The  silly  fellow  was  very  much  moved  ; 
he  was  as  much  moved  as  If  Doll  had  been 
his  sister  instead  of  Mary  Grove's  sister. 
He  was  not  only  silly,  but  he  shamed  his 
faith.  He  had  been  praying  ever  since  his 
interview  with  Mrs.  Tom  that  she  might 
be  able  to  find  something  for  Doll  to  do  In 
this  place  ;  that  she  might  not  be  obliged  to 
leave  her  sister,  and  when  she  had  found 
it,  he  was  moved  and  surprised  —  actually 
surprised  ! 

He  did  not  see  Doll  again  until  he  saw 
her  in  church  the  following  Sunday,  singing 
In  the  choir. 

He  knew  her  voice  at  once  ;  it  was  the 
only  contralto  voice,  the  only  one  worth 
anything,  that  could  be  trusted  to  sing 
alone. 

Doll  was  looking  her  best — her  brilliant 
best — and  she  was  singing  her  best,  too, 
and,  to   the  wonder  of   the   congregation   of 
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St.  Michael's,  she  demurely  followed  Lady 
Camilla  and  the  children  out  of  church,  and 
drove  back  to  Bulstrode  in  the  carriage  with 
them. 

It  was  a  triumph  to  Doll  —  a  distinct 
triumph.  Oh,  how  she  rejoiced  that  the 
little  dentist's  wife  had  not  thought  her  good 
enough!  It  quite  moved  her  to  think  with 
what  heart-burnings  that  excellent  matron 
would  eat  her  Sunday  dinner. 

There  was  no  carriage  from  the  Court  to 
take  Doll  back  to  Wellbrook  Lane  from  the 
evening  service. 

.  Stephen  was  not  sure  whether  he  ought 
not  to  walk  back  with  her.  He  stayed  in 
the  vestry  for  a  long  time,  a  longer  time 
than  usual,  and  when  he  came  out  all  the 
congregation  had  left  the  church,  all  but 
Doll,  who  was  still  in  her  seat,  and  the 
organist  was  still  playing  the  voluntary. 

*  I  don't  think  you  need  wait,'  he  said  to 
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Stephen.  *  I  will  put  out  the  gas,  and  leave 
the  key  at  Simmons' ' — Simmons  was  the 
sexton  and  verger,  and  lived  in  a  cottage 
opposite  the  church  gate — '  I  want  this  lady 
to  try  a  solo  part.  I  have  promised  Lady 
Camilla  we  will  get  up  an  anthem  by  next 
Sunday.' 

Stephen  thought  he  might  have  been  con- 
sulted, or  the  Rector,  before  any  alteration 
was  made  in  the  church  music  to  oblige 
Lady  Camilla  ;  but  he  didn't  say  so  :  he 
only  said  good-night  and  walked  down  the 
dusky  aisle  and  out  of  the  church  without 
offering  to  take  Doll  home.  When  he  got 
back  to  his  lodgings  his  conscience  smote 
him  for  leaving  her  to  go  back  alone.  The 
autumn  nights  were  already  closing  in,  and 
there  was  not  a  single  lamp  in  Wellbrook 
Lane.  He  conjured  up  all  the  dreadful 
things  he  had  heard  about  young  women 
walking  in  lonely  country  lanes  after  night- 
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fall,  and  he  persuaded  himself  it  was  his 
duty  to  go  back  to  the  church  and  look  after 
Doll. 

When  he  got  back  to  the  church  all  the 
lights  were  out  and  the  door  was  locked. 

Instead  of  going  straight  to  the  Baroness's 
to  supper,  as  he  had  promised  to  do,  he 
turned  in  the  opposite  direction  that  led  to 
Wellbrook  Lane. 

There  was  no  moon  ;  it  was  about  as 
dark  a  night  and  as  unpleasant  as  it  well 
could  be  in  early  autumn. 

It  wasn't  exactly  raining,  but  a  raw  damp 
mist  was  coming  up  from  the  ground,  or 
down  from  the  sky.  What  with  the  mist 
and  what  with  the  darkness,  it  was  im- 
possible for  Stephen  to  see  his  hand  before 
him  in  the  lane. 

He  had  not  oot  far  down  the  lane  before 
he  heard  voices,  or  thought  he  heard  voices 
- — a  man's  voice  and  a  woman's  voice.      He 
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hurried  on,  for  he  thought  it  must  be  Doll, 
and  she  might  have  encountered  someone. 
I'here  was  nobody  else  to  walk  back  from 
church  throuorh  Wellbrook  Lane  but  Doll. 

His  footsteps  fell  silently  on  the  soft  clayey 
ground  ;  he  was  quite  close  to  the  speakers, 
whoever  they  were,  and  they  had  not  heard 
his  approach  ;  and  then  suddenly  he  stopped 
— wavered — and  turned  back.  He  had  no 
right  to  listen  to  what  these  people  were 
saying — this  man  and  woman  he  had  over- 
taken in  the  dark.  He  had  heard  enough 
to  know  that  they  were  lovers — there  was 
no  room  for  doubt  about  that — and  one  of 
them  was  Doll. 

He  could  not  mistake  her  voice.  He  had 
never  heard  a  woman's  voice  so  sweet  and 
tender  in  his  life  ;  but,  then,  no  woman  had 
ever  yet  told  him  that  she  loved  him,  so 
that  he  was  not  in  the  position  of  a  judge 
of  the  sweet,  sweet  tones  of  a  woman's  voice. 
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The  tender  voice  and  the  impassioned  words 
were  Doll's  ;  clearly  she  had  no  further 
need  of  his  escort,  and  he  turned  back, 
tingling  all  over  as  if  the  words  had  been 
spoken  to  him. 

He  was  wondering  all  the  way  back  to 
the  Hermitage  who  Doll's  companion  could 
be. 

The  Baroness  questioned  him  suspiciously, 
as  she  always  did,  as  to  the  reason  of  his 
being  late,  and  then  he  owned  to  having 
walked  behind  Doll  as  far  as  Wellbrook 
Lane.  And  then — he  never  knew  how  it 
came  out — he  found  himself  telling  the 
Baroness  about  his  fool's  errand,  and  the 
conversation  he  had  overheard  in  the  lane. 

It  was  shameful  of  him  to  speak  about  It. 
He  would  not  have  spoken  of  it  for  the 
world  to  any  other  woman,  but  the  Baroness 
had  a  way  of  getting  things  out  of  him  : 
she  had  a  way — some  women  have — of  turn- 
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Ing   the  silly  fellow   inside  out.      She  turned 
him  inside  out  now. 

She  found  out  all  she  wanted  to  know 
about  Doll,  and  then  she  set  herself  to  work 
to  find  out  who  Doll's  secret  lover  was. 

Stephen  was  quite  sure  she  knew  no  man 
in  the  place  ;  and  he  had  not  seen  a  stranger 
at  church.  This  man,  whoever  he  was,  was 
no  stranger  to  her ;  Stephen  had  heard 
enough  to  be  clear  on  that  point. 

While  the  Baroness  was  counting  up  all 
the  eligible  men  of  Thorpe  on  her  fingers — 
she  did  not,  to  Stephen's  concern,  omit  the 
married  men — Herr  Brunning  came  in. 

He  had  kept  the  supper  waiting  half  an 
hour,  and  the  partridges  were  cold.  The 
Baroness  was  very  angry  with  him.  She 
bullied  him  for  being  late,  and  she  bullied 
him  for  coming  in  in  such  muddy  boots — he 
might  have  been  walking  in  a  ploughed 
field  ;    and  then    in   the    middle    of  scolding 
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him  she  suddenly  stopped  and   fell   a-thlnk- 
ing. 

A  little — a  very  little — ray  of  light  had 
dawned  upon  her. 

Doll  began  her  duties  at  the  Court  as 
Lady  Camilla  had  proposed,  at  once,  and 
she  sang  in  the  choir — she  sang  quite  beauti- 
fully in  the  choir  —  but  Stephen  never 
suggested  to  himself  to  take  her  home  any 
more. 

There  was  an  absurd  song,  or  the  absurd 
parody  of  a  song,  that  used  to  ring  in 
Stephen's  ears  when  he  recalled  that  night's 
ridiculous  episode.  The  words  were  utterly 
idiotic,  but  they  adapted  themselves  to  the 
absurdity  of  the  occasion,  and  sometimes  he 
found  himself  humming  the  tune  when  he 
ought  to  have  been  humming  a  hymn.  But 
he  could  never  remember  where  he  had  got 
the  tune  from,  or  the  words  either,  for  the 
matter  of  that : 
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When  a  lady  elopes  down  a  ladder  of  ropes, 

She  may  go — she  may  go — 

She  may  go  to  Hong  Kong  for  me  !' 


Doll  didn't  go  so  far  as  Hong  Kong  ;  but 
Stephen  thought  after  that  night  she  could 
very  well  go  to  Wellbrook  Lane  without 
him. 

He  didn't  go  there  very  often  now  ;  he 
had  an  idea  that  he  wasn't  wanted.  The 
dear  women  he  had  tried  so  hard  to  serve — 
that  he  prayed  for  every  day  of  his  life — 
looked  upon  him  with  suspicion.  They 
looked  upon  him  as  his  brother's  keeper — his 
poor  weak,  unhappy  brother ! — and  he  hadn't 
kept  him  by  any  means. 

After  that  interview  with  Miss  Grove, 
Stephen  felt  that  his  visits  were  no  longer 
desired  at  Wellbrook  Cottage.  The  situation 
was  strained,  to  say  the  least  of  it. 

He  heard  about  her  father  from  Doll, 
when    he    happened    to    be    brought     into 
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contact  with  her  at  the  choir  practices.  He 
generally  kept  aloof  at  these  times,  opening 
and  closing  the  practice  with  the  usual 
prayer,  and  going  his  way  :  he  never  spoke 
to  her  if  he  could  help  it.  He  had  certain 
suspicions,  which  he  kept  to  himself,  and 
he  told  himself  whenever  they  pressed  unduly 
upon  him,  as  he  had  told  himself  with  regard 
to  her  father,  that  he  was  not  this  woman's 
keeper. 

Nevertheless,  he  was  sorry.  He  couldn't 
tell  why  he  was  sorry  ;  perhaps  he  was  think- 
ing of  the  blind  mother  and  the  weak-willed, 
unhappy  father  ;  and  he  might  have  been 
thinking  of  that  sweet  suffering  saint,  St. 
Mary  the  Less.  Mary  Grove  was  a  saint  to 
him  still ;  he  still  worshipped  her  after  the 
old  chivalrous  manner.  When  he  got  up 
from  his  knees  he  would  certainly  go  away. 
He  often  found  himself  looking  across  the 
psalms  and  the  hymns — he   could    not  very 
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well  look  up  at  any  other  time — to  the  place 
In  the  choir  where  Doll  sat,  looking  and 
singing  her  brilliant  best.  But  there  was  no 
admiration  in  his  eyes,  only  pity. 

He  couldn't  keep  the  pity  out  of  his  eyes. 
It  stung  Doll  like  a  reproach  as  he  stopped 
her  in  the  porch  and  asked  after  her  father 
and  Mrs.  Grove — he  never  asked  after  Mary. 
She  generally  tried  to  evade  him — she  wanted 
none  of  his  pity, 

*  Oh,  papa's  just  the  same,'  she  would  say, 
with  a  toss  of  her  head  ;  '  he's  no  better  at 
all ;  he  sits  moping  all  day.  I  don't  think 
that  signing  the  pledge  did  him  any  good.' 

And  with  this  Parthian  dart  she  would 
scurry  away  down  the  church  path  between 
the  tombstones. 

But  one  day,  or  one  night,  rather,  she 
stopped  him  as  he  was  walking  down  the 
aisle.  She  almost  ran  after  him,  and  caught 
him  up  by  the  church-door. 
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'  Papa  Is  very  ill,'  she  said  in  a  hurried 
voice  ;  '  I  thought  you  ought  to  know.  The 
doctor  says  that  he  cannot  live  a  month.' 

'  I  am  very  sorry,'  Stephen  said.  It  was  a 
conventional  phrase  ;  how  could  he  be  very 
sorry  that  this  sore  burden  was  about  to  be 
lifted  off  the  shoulders  of  the  woman  he 
loved  ?  '  I  did  not  know  he  was  worse.  Do 
you  think  he  would  like  to  see  me  ?' 

*  I  can't  say.  He  never  mentions  your 
name.  He  sits  moping  all  day,  like  you 
remember.  He  takes  no  notice  of  anybody 
but  mother ;  and  he  refuses  his  food.  We 
cannot  get  him  to  eat  anything.  His  mind 
wanders  a  good  deal.  I  don't  suppose  he 
would  know  you  if  you  were  to  come  ;  but 
you  could  try.' 

Stephen  went  up  to  the  cottage  the  next 
day.  Doll  was  away  at  the  Court  giving  her 
daily  lessons,  but  she  had  told  Mary  that 
Stephen  would  come,  and  she  was  expecting 
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him.  Mary  Grove  was  not  looking  the  least 
like  a  saint  to-day.  Her  sleeves  were  tucked 
up,  and  her  dress  too,  and  she  wore  a  big 
coarse  apron  with  a  bib  ;  and  she  had  tied  a 
white  handkerchief  over  her  head.  She  was 
sweeping  the  passage  when  Stephen  came 
in  ;  the  mats  which  she  had  just  shaken  were 
outside  the  door  on  the  steps,  and  she  was 
sweeping  the  passage  before  she  put  them 
down  ;  the  handkerchief  on  her  head  had 
been  tied  on  to  keep  off  the  dust.  If  one 
must  do  dirty  work,  one  needn't  make  one's 
self  a  mop  to  gather  up  all  the  dirt  that  is 
swept  away. 

Perhaps  if  Stephen  had  come  half  an  hour 
later  the  passage  would  have  been  swept, 
and  the  mats  would  have  been  laid  down, 
and  the  handkerchief  would  have  been  re- 
moved, and — and  the  skirt  might  have  been 
let  down. 

Stephen  had  come  half  an  hour  too  early  : 


1 68  TO  HIS  OWN  MASTER 

he  had  come  directly  after  breakfast.  He 
was  always  in  such  a  ridiculous  hurry  if  he 
had  got  anything  to  do.  Perhaps — it  is  only 
a  suggestion — Mary  Grove  was  doing  all  this 
dirty  work  that  the  house  might  be  swept 
and  garnished  when  Stephen  came.  And  he 
had  caught  her  in  the  midst  of  sweeping  it. 

Mary  Grove  was  not  the  least  confused 
when  her  visitor  came  in  ;  she  did  not  even 
blush.  She  swept  him  a  clean  spot  to  stand 
upon,  and  she  leant  on  the  handle  of  the 
broom  while  she  stood  talking  to  him. 

'  Papa  is  very  ill,'  she  said  in  answer  to 
his  questions,  '  and  he  is  very  irritable.  He 
was  so  violent  the  night  before  last  ;  he 
frightened  Leah  out  of  her  wits,  and  her 
mother  called  yesterday  and  took  her  away, 
so  I  have  to  do  my  own  work.' 

'  Can't  you  get  a  woman  in  to  help  ?' 
Stephen  asked. 

She  shook  her  head. 
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*  I  would  rather  not  have  any  stranger  in 
now,'  she  said,  and  he  fancied  that  her  Hps 
quivered  as  she  was  speaking.  '  People  look 
upon  us  already  with  so  much  suspicion.  I 
think,  for  the  present  at  least,  I  must  try  to 
do  without  help.  The  doctor  says  it  will  not 
be  for  long.' 

And  then  her  lip  really  quivered,  and  her 
eyes  brimmed  over. 

'  Is  he  so  bad  as  that  ?'  Stephen  asked. 

He  tried  to  make  his  voice  sad,  but  he 
could  not  put  the  genuine  ring  into  it. 

'  He  is  past  all  recovery  ;  he  is  worn  to  a 
skeleton  ;  and  he  has  such  dreadful  fits  of 
depression.  Dr.  Merivale  has  warned  us  to 
watch  him  carefully,  and  never  to  leave  him 
by  himself.  He  has  such  terrible  delu- 
sions  ' 

'  And  you  have  no  help  ?  You  and  your 
mother  take  this  charge  upon  yourselves, 
and  now  you  have  the  housework !' 
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Mary  Grove  smiled,  a  little  white  smile. 

'  We  could  not  have  any  stranger/  she 
said  with  a  sigh  ;  '  he  will  not  have  a 
stranger  about  him.  Mother  can  manage 
him  better  than  anyone.  I  had  taken  her 
out  of  the  room  to  lie  down  for  an  hour  the 
other  night,  when  he  was  so  violent,  and 
Doll  and  Leah  were  with  him.  He  was  very 
excited  ;  it  was  as  much  as  they  could  do  to 
keep  him  from  doing  himself  some  injury. 
I  only  got  back  just  in  time.  Leah  was  so 
frightened  she  wouldn't  stay  here  another 
day.' 

And  then  she  took  Stephen  to  the  door  of 
her  father's  room,  and  came  back  and  re- 
sumed the  sweeping  of  the  passage. 


CHAPTER   XXII. 

'  FORGIVE  !' 

It  really  seemed,  as  the  doctor  had  said,  that 
the  end  could  not  be  very  far  off.  The  un- 
happy man  that  Stephen  had  left  crouching 
over  the  fire  with  his  face  in  his  hands  weeks 
ago  was  sitting  in  the  same  spot  now ; 
he  might  have  been  sitting  there  ever 
since. 

He  was  not  crouching  over  the  fire  now, 
though  the  weather  was  colder,  and  there 
would  have  been  an  excuse  for  crouching  ; 
and  his  face  was  not  dropped  down  in  his 
hands  in  the  old  sad  attitude  of  gloom  and 
depression. 
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It  was  unutterably  sad  still  ;  but  it  was 
lying  back  on  a  pillow,  and  it  was  uncovered 
— a  white,  worn,  unshaven  face,  terribly 
emaciated,  and  with  the  fires  that  had  burnt 
so  fiercely  in  the  hollow  eyes  gone  out — quite 
out. 

Stephen  was  shocked  at  the  change  these 
few  weeks  had  made  in  the  unhappy  man. 
Not  only  his  face  had  fallen  in,  but  his  whole 
figure  had  shrunk — it  had  shrunk  quite  away ; 
there  were  only  some  loose  clothes  hanging 
on  a  mere  wreck  of  a  body  huddled  up  in 
the  big  arm-chair,  and  there  was  a  white 
worn  face  on  the  pillow.  The  man  had 
gone — quite  gone. 

All  Stephen's  natural  anger  and  impatience 
with  the  man  who  hadn't  manliness  enouQ^h 
in  him  to  keep  the  pledge  after  he  had 
signed  it  melted  away  at  the  sad  sight.  He 
had  no  other  feeling  than  pity  ;  he  didn't 
need  to  pretend  to  be  sorry  now. 
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Mrs.  Grove  was  sitting  in  an  arm-chair  on 
the  other  side  of  the  fireplace.  She  pushed 
back  the  green  shade,  and  looked  up  with 
her  poor  blind  eyes  when  he  came  into  the 
room.  But  Stephen  did  not  notice  her  ;  he 
saw  no  one  but  the  shrunken  figure  in  the 
chair. 

*  I  —  I  am  sorry  to  see  you  so  ill,'  he 
began  ;  he  really  did  not  know  what  else  to 
say. 

Major  Grove  turned  his  face  round,  and 
looked  at  Stephen  for  a  few  moments  with 
his  lack-lustre  eyes. 

'  111  ?'  he  repeated.  *  Yes,  I  suppose  I 
have  been  ill ;  but  I  am  better  now.  I  am 
getting  better  every  day  ;  I  shall  soon  be 
well — quite  well.  I  have  got  very  near  the 
bottom  of  the  hill  ;  I  have  been  going  down 
a  long  time.  It  gets  steeper  every  clay  ;  I 
can't  keep  myself  back  sometimes.  I  want 
to   take  a  leap  and   have   done  with    it.      It 
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could  not  matter — surely  It  could  not  matter 
— so  near  the  end.' 

'  Yes,'  said  Stephen,  catching  his  meaning  ; 
*  I  think — I  am  sure  it  would  matter.  The 
end  is  not  far  off;   it  is  not  long  to  wait.' 

'  No,  no  ;  it  is  not  far  off,  but  I  want  to 
begin  at  once.  I  have  been  going  down  so 
long,  I  want  to  begin  at  once.' 

'  What  do  you  want  to  begin  T  Stephen 
said  softly. 

'  Begin  ?  I  want  to  begin  to  climb  up  the 
other  side.  It  is  a  long  way  to  climb  ;  but 
there  is  light  beyond.  It  is  all  dark — dark — 
dark,  going  down.' 

He  groaned  and  turned  his  head  away  ; 
but  Stephen  could  see  the  muscles  of  the 
poor  thin  face  working  and  the  lips  quivering. 
How  could  he  comfort  him  } 

'  It  Is  light  on  the  other  side,'  Stephen 
said  presently. 

He  really  did  not  know  what  light  there 
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was  to  this  miserable  sinner  on  that  other 
side  ;  he  only  remembered  that  he  was  not 
his  judge. 

'  It  Is  quite  light !'  said  the  other  eagerly  ; 
'  and  It  Is  so  dark  here — so  dark,  and  so 
steep.  If  I  could  take  a  leap,  I  could  reach 
the  other  side.' 

Stephen  had  not  noticed  Mrs.  Grove's 
presence  In  the  room  until  now  ;  while  her 
husband  had  been  speaking,  she  had  groped 
her  way  over  to  his  chair,  and  was  standing 
beside  him  listening. 

'  Do  you  know  what  he  means  ?'  she 
whispered  to  Stephen. 

'Yes,'  he  answered.  In  the  same  low  tone  ; 
'  yes,  I  understand.' 

He  couldn't  help  understanding.  The 
hunger  and  the  unrest  In  the  sad,  despairing 
face  on  the  pillow  told  their  own  tale. 

Low  as  he  had  s])oken,  Major  Grove  had 
caught  the  words. 
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'  Ah  !'  he  said,  in  a  tone  of  reh'ef,  '  you 
understand — you  know  what  I  want !  They 
won't  understand  me  here  ;  they  don't  know- 
how  easy  it  is.  They  take  everything 
away  !' 

He  sighed  heavily,  and  turned  his  face  to 
the  wall. 

'  Oh,  why  don't  you  speak  to  him  ?'  the 
blind  woman  said  with  a  little  moan.  '  What 
is  the  use  of  coming  here  if  you  have  no 
comfort  to  give  him  ?  Tell  him  to  be  patient 
and  wait  ;  it  will  come  all  too  soon  !' 

Then  Stephen  went  on  his  knees  beside 
the  chair,  and  asked  that  a  guiding  Hand 
might  be  reached  out  through  the  darkness 
to  lead  this  trembling  sinner  down  the  steep 
descent;  that  the  Arms  of  Infinite  Love  might 
bear  him  across  the  dark  valley,  and  the 
merit  of  the  all-sufficient  Atonement  might 
wrap  him  round  as  with  a  garment  when  he 
climbed  the  shining  heights  beyond. 
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A  look  of  intelligence  came  into  the  dull 
eyes  while  Stephen  was  stammering  his  little 
incoherent  prayer  ;  and  when  he  had  finished 
it,  the  feeble  lips  said   'Amen.' 

'  I  am  much  obliged  to  you,'  Major  Grove 
said  with  some  dignity  when  Stephen  had 
got  up  from  his  knees — '  I  am  much  obliged 
to  you  for  your  visit,  sir.  I  have  also  to 
thank  you  for  the  efforts  you  have  made  on 
my  behalf ;  if  they  have  failed,  it  has  not 
been  your  fault.  God  knows  I  have  wrestled 
with  the  enemy  ;  but  he  has  been  too  strong 
for  me.  It  is  hard  for  me,  an  old  man,  to 
confess  to  you  my  miserable  weakness.  God 
knows  it,  and  to  Him  I  stand  or  fall.' 

He  paused  for  breath  ;  his  mind  was 
quite  clear ;  it  seemed  as  if  the  guiding 
Hand  had  already  been  stretched  out,  and 
with  an  effort  he  had  raised  his  head  from 
the  pillow  to  speak  to  Stephen. 

Stephen  murmured  something  about  '  To 
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his  own  Master.'  It  was  his  favourite 
text. 

*  Yes,'  said  the  other  eagerly,  'each  to  his 
own  Master.  He  knows  what  is  in  man  : 
He  will  not  make  a  mistake.  If  you  believe 
that  God  hears  prayer,  will  you  go  away  and 
pray  for  me,  as  you  have  never  prayed 
before,  that  I  may  be  kept  ?  I  cannot  trust 
myself  God  only  knows  what  I  7nay  do — 
and  He  only  can  keep  me  from  doing  it !' 

He  fell  back  on  the  pillow.  His  head 
was  so  heavy  that  he  could  not  keep  it  up 
more  than  a  few  minutes,  and  his  hands  fell 
nerveless  by  his  side. 

Stephen  never  saw  Major  Grove  again. 

That  night  when  Doll  came  in  late — came 
in  flushed  and  panting,  as  she  often  came  in 
now — after  that  long  walk  back  from  the 
Court  in  the  dark,  Mary  Grove  met  her  at 
the    door    with    a    warning    finger    to    her 

lip. 
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'  Whatever  Is  the  matter,  Mary-gold  ?  I 
am  sorry  I  came  home  so  soon,  if  I  am 
always  to  be  met  with  a  doleful  face,  and  If  I 
can't  speak  above  a  whisper.  There  was  a 
dance  at  the  Court  to-night,  and  her  ladyship 
asked  me  to  stay.' 

'  It  Is  only,'  Mary  Grove  said,  with  a  hard 
break  in  her  voice — *  It  Is  only — that — that 
papa  is  dying.' 

He  died  that  night.  There  were  none 
with  him  when  he  died  but  his  own  women 
folk.  Who  else  should  there  be  at  the  last  ? 
A  change  had  come  rapidly  over  him  since 
Stephen  had  gone.  Perhaps  the  last  appeal 
from  man's  judgment  to  a  higher  tribunal,  the 
emotions  that  Stephen's  short,  stammering 
words  of  prayer  had  awakened  In  his  mind, 
had  hurried  on  the  inevitable  moment. 

When  Doll,  trembling  and  tearful,  came 
into  the  room  to  take  a  last  farewell  of  the 
parent  she  had  neither  loved  nor  honoured, 
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his  eyes  had  already  lost  their  meaning,  and 
were  fixed  on  the  white  ceiling. 

Mary  had  to  take  her  weeping  hysterically 
from  the  room,  to  return  alone  to  keep  the 
sad  vigil  with  her  mother  through  the  night. 

Major  Grove  had  not  been  sensible  for  some 
hours  before  the  end.  He  had  been  babbling 
incoherently  of  green  fields,  and  a  River  of 
Life  that  he  heard  murmuring  not  far  off 
through  the  silent  hours  of  the  night  ;  while 
the  dear  woman,  whose  love  had  never  failed 
him  through  all  those  sorrowful  wedded 
years,  knelt  by  his  side,  and  pleaded  aloud 
for  mercy — not  judgment. 

She  was  still  pleading  for  the  bruised  and 
broken  reed,  for  the  weak,  tried,  tempted 
servant  lying  helpless  at  the  Master's  feet — 
imploring  that  his  manifold  infirmities  might 
not  come  between  him  and  the  sight  of  the 
Master's  face — when  the  end  came. 

The  night  had  gone,  and  the  new  day  had 
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come,  and  with  the  first  rosy  flush  of  dawn 
he  opened  his  eyes — at  least,  the  film  went 
back  from  them,  and  he  saw  the  dear  face 
that  was  bending  over  him.  He  could  only 
speak  one  word  : 

'  Forgive  !' 

Was  there  any  need  to  ask  forgiveness  ? 

'  If  ye  being  evil  know  how  to  give  good 
gifts,  how  much  more ' 

Mary  Grove  couldn't  finish  the  words  that 
rose  in  her  mind.  They  had  nothing  to  do 
with  a  drunken  old  sinner,  who  had  been  a 
bad  husband  and  a  bad  father,  but  they  com- 
forted her,  nevertheless. 

His  blundering,  irresponsible  life  was 
over  ;  it  had  been  nothing  but  failure  from 
end  to  end  ;  vanquished  and  beaten  and 
crushed — no,  not  quite  crushed  ;  there  is  a 
victory  in  defeat  and  vanquishment. 

There  is  but  one  sort  of  Burial  Service  read 
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over  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  men  ;  the 
Church  does  not  take  upon  itself  the  office  of 
judge. 

She  commends  all  her  children  to  the 
mercy  of  the  Merciful  '  in  sure  and  certain 
hope ' 

The  least  we  can  do,  even  the  best  of  us, 
is  to  murmur  our  sad  Amen  ! 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

MRS.    TOM. 

The  summer  had  quite  gone  ;  the  swallows 
had  flown  away,  and  autumn  had  come — an 
unkindly  autumn,  wet  and  shivering,  and 
chill  and  drear.  It  had  stripped  the  leaves 
— the  all  too  willing  leaves— off  the  trees 
prematurely. 

It  had  flung  them  on  the  ground  in  heaps 
while  they  were  still  green.  It  had  not 
waited  until  they  were  brown  and  golden, 
and  fell  away  gently,  one  by  one,  filling  the 
air  with  a  Danae-like  shower,  and  rustling 
softly  to  their  rest. 

Loss  and  decay  had   marked  the  foots 
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of  the  fading  year.  Flower  and  leaf,  fruit 
and  blossom,  had  all  gone.  The  flowers 
had  gone  down  into  the  wet,  brown  earth, 
and  the  leaves  were  lying  dark  and  shrunken 
on  the  ground,  and  the  fruits  were  all 
gathered  in,  and  even  the  song-birds  were 
silent. 

It  was  a  gruesome  unlovely  autumn,  and 
it  was  unhealthy,  too.  Damp  chill  fogs  had 
been  hanging  about  for  weeks,  and  the  beau- 
tiful green  country  was  clothed  in  a  dull 
uniform  livery  of  mist.  Everything  was 
drenched  and  soddened,  and  the  air  was  so 
thick — people  remarked  oracularly  that  you 
could  cut  it  with  a  knife — that  one  imbibed 
it  in  a  more  or  less  solid  state,  and  a  little 
of  it  went  a  long  way. 

Amid  all  this  decay  and  gruesomeness  of 
Nature,  Mrs.  Tom  fell  ill.  Not  exactly  ill, 
she  explained  cheerfully  to  her  friends,  but 
her    throat     troubled     her.       It     had     been 
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troubling  her  more  or  less  through  the 
summer,  and  now  this  nasty  damp  weather 
tried  it,  and  brought  on  a  cough.  Nothing 
of  a  cough  to  speak  of,  only  a  little  irrita- 
tion. 

Everybody  was  coughing  in  church — 
generally  during  the  sermon — with  the  fog, 
and  Mrs.  Tom  coughed. 

She  did  not  cough  nearly  as  much  as  some 
people — at  least,  she  did  not  make  so  much 
noise. 

The  Rector  was  concerned  ;  he  always 
was  concerned  if  the  least  thing  ailed  his 
wife  or  his  children.  He  was  like  a  baby 
if  anything  was  the  matter  with  those  he 
loved  ;  he  could  not  bear  to  see  his  dear 
ones  suffer. 

He  was  really  concerned  one  Sunday  night 
when  Mrs.  Tom  had  been  coughing  in  a 
little  smothered,  suppressed  way  all  through 
the    service.       He    sent   for   the    local    prac- 
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titioner  when  he  got  home,  and  asked  him  to 
prescribe  for  her. 

Dr.  Merivale  sent  her  a  gargle  and  some 
tonic  mixture,  and  recommended  some 
lozenges  that  were  an  unfailing  remedy  for 
a  relaxed  throat.  Mrs.  Tom  used  the  gargle 
and  took  the  lozenges,  but  the  throat  was 
not  much  better,  and  directly  she  went  out  in 
the  damp  the  irritation  came  back  again. 

When  Stephen  went  over  to  the  Rectory 
one  morning,  the  pony-carriage  was  at  the 
gate,  and  Mrs.  Tom  was  getting  in,  and 
Poppy  and  Tommykin  were  clinging  round 
her  skirts. 

'We  are  going  up  to  town  for  the  day,' 
she  explained  to  Stephen.  '  I  shall  have  so 
much  to  do  at  Christmas  that  I  am  going  to 
do  the  shopping  for  the  clubs  now.  I  may 
not  be  able  to  get  out  when  the  cold  weather 
sets  in,  so  I  am  taking  advantage  of  the  first 
fine  day.' 
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While  Stephen  tucked  the  carriage-rug  in 
round  her,  the  children  shouted  out  their  in- 
structions. She  was  to  bring  so  many  toys 
back  with  her.  If  she  executed  all  their 
commissions,  there  would  be  no  room  in  the 
carriage  for  the  charity  blankets. 

She  was  ready  at  last,  and  drove  off 
smiling  and  kissing  her  hand ;  and  the 
children  stood  at  the  Rectory  gate  clamour- 
ing after  her  at  the  top  of  their  dear  little 
reedy  voices  : 

'  A  coachy  and  dolly  for  Poppy !' 

'  A  nanny-goat  for  Tommykin  !' 

And  then  a  little  reedy  voice  piped  out  in 
a  very  shrill  treble  : 

'If  —  you  —  can't  —  get  —  Tommy  —  a  — 
nanny-goat — bring — a — billy — go — a — t !' 

Mrs.  Tom  looked  back  and  waved  her 
hand,  and  Stephen  stood  with  the  children 
at  the  Rectory  gate  watching  the  carriage 
till  it  was  out  of  sight. 
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There  was  a  lump  in  his  throat  when  he 
turned  away  ;  he  never  could  explain  why, 
only  he  had  a  difficulty  in  swallowing ;  and 
when  the  children  begged  him  to  come  into 
the  garden  and  have  a  romp  with  them,  he 
shook  his  head  sadly,  and  turned  away.  He 
had  no  play  left  in  him. 

It  was  rather  a  hard  day  of  parish  work, 
so  it  was  quite  as  well  that  Stephen  hadn't 
stayed  to  have  a  romp  with  the  children  in 
the  Rectory  grounds.  He  had  a  funeral  at 
eleven,  and  it  would  have  been  rather  un- 
seemly for  the  mourners  driving  by  to  have 
seen  the  curate's  coat  -  tails  flying  in  the 
wind  as  he  dodged  behind  the  trees  on  the 
Rectory  lawn. 

After  the  funeral  there  was  a  teachers'  meet- 
ing in  the  vestry,  and  a  lot  of  visiting  had  to 
be  got  into  the  afternoon  ;  and  later  there 
was  an  evening  service,  and  a  Band  of  Hope 
meeting  after.      Altogether  it  was  a  full  day. 
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He  saw  the  Rector  the  next  morning. 
He  met  him  coming  out  of  the  church  as  he 
was  going  in.  It  was  before  the  morning 
service,  and  Stephen  had  gone  up  a  Httle 
earHer  than  usual  to  make  an  entry  of  the 
funeral  of  the  previous  day,  which  he  had 
forgotten  to  make  at  the  time.  He  was 
always  forgetting  things  :  sometimes  he 
forgot  to  enter  a  baptism,  and  now  he  had 
omitted  to  enter  a  funeral. 

He  was  hurrying  up  the  churchyard  path 
to  remedy  this  omission,  when  he  met  his 
Rector  coming  out  of  the  church.  It  was 
an  unusual  thing  for  Banister  to  go  over  to 
the  church  before  the  service. 

One  glance  at  his  Rector's  face  told  him 
something  was  wrong.  Conscience  makes 
cowards  of  us  all — mean,  despicable  cowards. 
It  made  a  coward  of  Stephen.  He  jumped 
at  the  conclusion  in  a  moment  that  Banister 
had  just  been  into  the  vestry  and  consulted 
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the  books,  and  found  out  that  he  had  omitted 
that  entry. 

He  had  never  seen  his  Rector  moved 
before — very  few  people  had — and  the  sight 
of  that  cloud  on  his  kind  face  touched  his 
conscience,  and  he  hurried  forward  to  meet 
him  to  acknowledge  his  fault. 

'  I  am  very  sorry,'  he  began  ;  and  then 
the  words  froze  on  his  lips. 

There  was  something  more  in  Tom 
Banister's  face  than  the  omission  of  that 
burial  record.  His  head  was  bent  upon  his 
breast,  and  his  face  was  white  and  stricken  ; 
his  shoulders,  too,  were  stooping,  and  his 
figure  had  shrunk.  The  whole  attitude  of  the 
man  was  of  one  who  was  reeling  under  a  blow. 

It  struck  Stephen  directly  that  something 
had  happened  to  the  children.  He  had  not 
seen  Poppy  or  Tommy  in  the  town  yesterday ; 
he  had  seen  nothing  of  them  since  he  left 
them  at  the  Rectory  gate. 
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*  Nothing  wrong  with  the  children  ?'  he 
blurted  out. 

He  had  a  dreadful  manner  of  bringing 
out  things.  He  couldn't  be  soft  and  gentle, 
and  full  of  graceful,  quiet  sympathy  like 
other  clergy  ;  he  could  only  blurt  out  things, 
and  show  his  Interest  in  that  brutal  way. 

The  Rector  shook  his  head. 

'  Nothing  the  matter  with ' 

He  did  not  finish  the  sentence. 

Tom  Banister  did  not  shake  his  head  ;  he 
burst  into  tears.  The  tears  did  not  spring 
to  his  eyes  and  linger  there,  brimming  over 
ready  to  fall.  They  fell  with  a  sudden 
anguished  cry  ;  and  the  strong  man  broke 
down  without  a  moment's  warning,  and 
wept  like  a  child. 

'  Good  God,  Banister !  what  Is  the  matter  T 

'  How  can  I  tell  you,'  he  said — •  how  can 
I  talk  about  it  ?  O  God,  give  me  strength 
to  bear  it !' 
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Stephen  had  never  seen  anyone  so  moved 
in  his  Hfe.  He  did  not  think  a  man  could 
be  so  moved — could  lay  his  heart  so  bare 
to  a  fellow-creature. 

He  laid  his  hand  on  his  Rector's  arm,  and 
led  him  back  silently  into  the  church  he  had 
just  left.  He  led  him  straight  up  to  the 
chancel  under  the  lovely  east  window.  The 
clouds  of  yesterday  had  all  dispersed,  and 
the  sun  had  shown  itself  again,  and  it  was 
shining  through  the  east  window — through 
the  white  robes  of  the  angels,  and  the 
golden  harps,  and  the  Divine  figure  of  the 
ascending  Christ. 

'  You  can  tell  me  here,'  Stephen  said 
softly. 

The  Rector  bowed  his  head  before  the 
altar  and  the  shining  figure  above  it.  It 
seemed  to  him,  as  he  stood  there,  as  if  he 
had  never  seen  them  before — altar  or  risen 
Lord  ;  never,  indeed,  in  that  new,  real  light. 
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'She  has  seen  a  doctor,'  he  said;  'and — 
and — she  cannot  live  six  months  !' 

He  broke  down  again,  and  Stephen  stood 
silent  beside  him.  He  could  not  ask  a  single 
question. 

'  It  is  not  the  throat,'  he  went  on  hurriedly; 
*  it  is  the  lungs — both  lungs.  One  is  almost 
gone.  There  is  no  hope — the  case  is  quite 
hopeless.  She  may  live  through  the  winter 
with  care.' 

Stephen  was  silent.  He  could  give  him 
no  comfort ;  he  could  not  find  a  word  to  say. 
He  recalled  the  parting-  at  the  Rectory  gate 
but  yesterday — the  children  calling  after  her, 
and  she  looking  back  and  smiling,  and  gaily 
waving  her  hand.  The  picture  moved  him 
more  than  the  Rector's  words. 

'  Oh,  God  !'  he  said  ;  and  he  dropped  down 
on  the  chancel  cushion,  and  buried  his  face 
in  his  hands. 

The  congregation  coming  in  later  on  saw 
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the  two  figures  kneeling  there.  The  sound 
of  their  footsteps  in  the  aisle  aroused 
Stephen,  and,  touching  his  companion's  arm, 
he  led  him  into  the  vestry. 

How  he  got  through  that  morning 
service  he  never  knew.  He  groped  his 
way  mechanically  through  it  until  he  reached 
that  part  where  he  desired  the  prayers  of  the 
congregation  for  one  of  their  number  who 
was  seriously  ill  ;  and  then  he  broke  down 
altogether,  and  the  congregation  had  to  get 
through  the  rest  of  the  service  by  themselves. 

'  Does  she  know  7  was  the  first  question 
Stephen  asked  the  unhappy  man  he  found 
kneeling,  where  he  had  left  him,  beside  the 
vestry  table.  He  had  had  that  question  in 
his  mind  all  through  the  service. 

'  No,'  said  the  Rector  ;  but  he  did  not 
look  up — he  kept  his  head  bowed  between 
his  hands  upon  the  table.  '  No  ;  that  is  the 
hard  part  of  it.' 
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'  How  will  you  tell  her  ?' 

'  God  knows  !' 

'  Is — is — it  necessary  to  tell  her  ?' 

'  She  mzcs^  know.  She  must  understand 
why — why  I  am  taking  her  away  from  her 
home — and — and  her  children.' 

At  the  mention  of  the  children  the  Rector 
broke  down  again.  He  broke  utterly  down 
this  time,  and  cried  like  a  baby.  It  was 
dreadful  to  see  a  strong  man  cry !  He  had 
been  so  happy  and  prosperous  all  his  life  ; 
everything  he  had  touched  had  prospered  ; 
there  had  not  been  a  cloud  on  his  horizon, 
and  now,  suddenly,  without  any  warning,  the 
blow  had  fallen. 

If  he  had  been  inured  to  trial  like  other 
men — if  he  had  been  familiar  with  sorrow, 
and  loss,  and  disappointment — it  would  not 
have  seemed  so  strange  to  him  ;  he  could 
have  borne  it  better.  He  had  been  so 
accustomed  to  seeing  other  people  suffer — to 
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soothing  them  in  the  conventional  way  in 
their  times  of  affliction  and  bereavement ; 
but  now  that  his  own  turn  had  come,  it 
seemed  to  him  as  if  some  strange  thing — 
stranger  than  had  ever  happened  to  other 
men — had  happened  to  him. 

'  You  are  going  to  take  her  away, 
then  ?' 

'  Yes  ;  she  must  go  away  at  once.  It  is 
her  only  chance  ;  she  must  not  stay  a  day 
longer  than  can  be  helped  in  England.  She 
will  have  to  leave  the — the ' 

He  could  not  trust  himself  to  name  his 
children. 

'Yes,  yes,'  Stephen  interrupted;  he  knew 
what  he  meant.  '  Of  course  you  must  leave 
them  behind.  You  will  have  nothing  to 
trouble  about  here.  I  will  look  after  the 
parish.  It  is  very  lucky  I  have  taken  my 
''  Priests."  You  can  leave  the  church  and  the 
parish  in  my  hands.      Everything  will  go  on 
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as  if  you  were  here.  You  need  not  have  a 
single  anxiety ' 

Stephen  was  pouring  out  this  string  of 
disconnected  sentences,  but  he  was  wonder- 
ing all  the  time  how  her  husband  would  get 
her  away. 

He  knew  something  of  Mrs.  Tom,  and 
he  knew  she  would  not  readily  give  up  her 
children  and  her  home — her  happy,  happy 
home  ! 

The  Rector  could  not  trust  himself  to 
speak :  he  wrung  Stephen's  hand,  and  he 
went  out  through  the  vestry  door,  and 
Stephen  watched  him  picking  his  way  among 
the  graves  to  the  Rectory  gate. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

'  GOOD-BYE  !    OH,    GOOD-BYE  !' 

Mrs.  Tom  had  been  told. 

How  much  or  how  litde  she  had  been 
told  Stephen  never  knew.  She  had  been 
told  enough  to  make  her  willing  to  give  up 
her  home,  to  leave  her  children,  to  go  away 
to  a  strange  country.  She  must  have  been 
told  a  good  deal  to  make  her  willing  to  do 
this,  and  at  so  short  a  notice. 

No  one  ever  knew  /low  she  was  told,  or 
how  she  bore  the  fatal  news.  There  are 
things  too  sacred  to  pry  into. 

Stephen  read  the  sad  knowledge  in  her 
face  when  he  went  over  to  the  Rectory  the 
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next  day.  He  saw  at  the  first  moment  of 
greeting  that  the  blow  had  fallen. 

The  poppy  colour  in  her  cheeks  was  un- 
faded,  but  the  light  had  gone  out  of  her 
eyes,  and  there  was  a  faint  quiver  about  her 
lips  that  had  not  been  there  before. 

The  children  were  with  her  when  Stephen 
went  into  the  room.  He  never  saw  her  with- 
out them  during  those  few  last  days  of  hasty 
preparation  ;  she  could  not  bear  them  out 
of  her  sight.  Their  innocent  prattle  broke 
him  down  more  than  poor  Banister's  grief 
when  he  met  him  in  the  churchyard. 

'  Mamma  is  doing  away,'  Tommy  kin  said 
when  he  had  climbed  up  on  Stephen's  knee, 
and  settled  himself  comfortably  for  a  talk ; 
'  she  is  doing  over  a  great  sea.'  And  Tommy 
made  a  wide  sweep  with  his  little  arms 
descriptive  of  the  vastness  of  the  sea.  '  She 
is  doing  in  a  big — big  ship.  Oo  don't  know 
what  nice  sings  ' — Tommy  found  a  difficulty 
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with  the  '  th,'  and  he  solved  it  by  substituting 
*  s '  in  Its  place — '  what  lovely  sings  she's 
doing  to  bring  back  !' 

'  What  is  she  going  to  bring  you  back, 
Tommy  ?'  Stephen  asked  ;  but  he  was 
ashamed  of  his  own  voice,  and  he  could  only 
see  the  small  bright  face  and  the  curly  head 
through  a  mist. 

Oh,  if  Tommykin  only  knew  ! 

'  Oo've  never  seen  a  live  camel  ?'  Tommy 
asked  doubtfully. 

Stephen  shook  his  head ;  he  could  not 
trust  himself  to  speak. 

'It's  a  big,  big  sing,  with  tall  legs — ever 
so  tall^and  a  hump  on  his  back — a  gr-e-at 
hump.'  The  width  of  the  circle  Tommy 
made  with  his  arms  descriptive  of  the  camel's 
hump  was  larger  than  the  sea  he  had  just 
Illustrated  In  the  same  forcible  manner. 
'  Oo  sit  on  de  hump,  and  he  goes  rocky, 
rocky.       Oo    nearly    fall    off  every   time   he 
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moves  his  legs.  He's  more  fun  den  a  rock- 
ing-horse, and  he  goes  rockier  !  When  he 
comes  home,  if  oo're  ' — he  was  going  to  say 
'  good,'  but  he  substituted  '  nice  '  —  'if  00  are 
vewy,  vewy  nice,  00  shall  have  a  ride  round 
the  garden  on  his  hump '/ 

It  was  with  these  delightful  promises  of 
the  wonders  she  was  to  bring  back  to  them 
from  that  far  foreign  land  Mrs.  Tom  be- 
guiled the  children  into  giving  her  up. 

There  was  to  be  a  tropical  bird  with  brilliant 
plumage  and  that  talked  all  day  for  Poppy, 
and  a  camel — a  baby  camel — for  Tommykin. 

She  must  have  known  the  truth  —  the 
whole  truth — Stephen  thought,  as  she  sat 
there  watching  her  children  with  that  deep 
mother-hunger  in  her  eyes.  Nothing  but 
the  full  knowledge  could  have  prevailed  with 
her.  It  was  for  their  sakes — only  for  theirs 
— she  had  consented  to  go. 

It  was  about  leaving  the  children  she  had 
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sent  for  Stephen.  She  wanted  to  consult 
him  about  someone  to  take  charge  of  them 
while  she  was  away. 

'  There  is  only  one  person  in  the  place  I 
would  trust,'  she  said,  '  and  I  don't  see  how 
we  are  to  get  her.' 

Stephen  knew  who  she  meant  in  a 
moment,  and  he  flushed  up  in  that  ridiculous 
way  he  had  a  habit  of  doing  if  anyone  men- 
tioned Wellbrook  Cottage. 

'  You  mean  Miss  Grove  ?'  he  said. 

'  Yes  ;  Mary  Grove.  I  would  not  have 
the  other  girl  for  the  world !  Do  you  think 
she  would  come  ?  Do  you  think  her  mother 
could  do  without  her  ?  Perhaps  Doll  could 
leave  the  Court.  I'm  sure  Lady  Camilla 
would  not  object  if — if  she  knew ' 

'  No,  no !'  Stephen  interrupted  hurriedly. 

He  could  not  trust  her,  he  could  not  trust 
himself,  to  approach  that  subject. 

'  I'm  sure  Lady  Camilla  would  give  her  up. 
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She  could  look  after  her  mother,  and  Mary 
— Miss  Grove — would  be  glad  to  come  here 
and  take  charge  of  the  children.' 

'  Oh,  do  you  think  so  ?' 

Stephen  had  never  seen  tears  in  Mrs. 
Tom's  eyes  before,  but  now  they  brimmed 
over  and  dropped  on  the  little  thin  hands 
folded  in  her  lap. 

He  had  never  noticed  until  now  how  thin 
and  transparent  her  hands  were,  like  her 
cheeks,  and  her  rings  were  always  falling  off. 
He  had  often  lately  helped  her  search  for 
her  rings,  and  it  had  never  even  struck  him 
that  it  was  strange. 

Oh,  how  blind  he  had  been,  how  blind 
they  had  all  been,  until,  too  late,  their  eyes 
had  been  opened  ! 

'  Would  you  mind  going  at  once  ?'  she  said 
humbly,  with  a  quiver  in  her  voice  that  was 
quite  new  to  it.  '  Would  you  mind  putting 
Tommy  down  and  going  to   Mary  at  once  ? 
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You  can  tell  her  all — everything — you  can 
tell  her  best.  Oh,  you  don't  know  how 
anxious  I  am  about  the  children !  Don't 
come  back  till  she  says  yes !' 

Stephen  put  Tommy  down  and  went  on 
his  sad  errand  to  Wellbrook  Lane. 

'  Oo  would  like  to  feel  him  go  rocky, 
rocky  ?'  Tommy  said,  as  he  followed  him  out 
to  the  hall-door. 

'  Oh  yes,'  Stephen  said  absently,  '  I  should 
like  to  feel  it  very  much.' 

Mary  Grove  was  at  home,  and  she  was 
sitting  in  the  old  bare  back  room  with  her 
mother.  Stephen  had  not  been  in  the  room 
since  the  day  when  he  knelt  down  and 
stammered  out  those  few  feeble  words  of 
prayer  beside  Major  Grove's  chair. 

Mrs.  Grove  was  sitting  in  it  now.  She 
looked  more  worn  and  whiter  than  when  he 
had  last  seen  her,  but  that  might  have  been 
owing  to  her  widow's  weeds  and  the  crape 
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she  wore.  She  had  put  on  all  the  crape  she 
could  find — that  she  had  been  saving  up  all 
her  life — on  that  black  gown  she  was  wear- 
ing. She  would  never  see  it,  but  it  com- 
forted her  to  feel  it.  It  was  the  last  tribute 
she  could  pay  to  his  memory. 

She  pushed  her  shade  up  when  Stephen 
came  into  the  room — it  was  black  now,  not 
green  ;  she  would  not  have  worn  a  green 
shade  for  any  consideration — and  motioned 
him  to  take  the  vacant  seat  by  her  side  ;  but 
his  errand  was  to  Mary,  not  to  her. 

'  I  should  like  to  speak  to  you  alone  for  a 
few  minutes,'  he  said  ;  '  I  have  a  message 
for  you — from — from  Mrs.  Banister.' 

Mary  had  heard  nothing  of  Mrs.  Tom's 
illness,  and  she  led  the  way  into  her  own 
little  den  on  the  other  side  of  the  passage, 
wondering  vaguely  at  Stephen's  agita- 
tion. 

There    was    no   fire    in    the   room,    and   it 
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looked  chill  and  dreary  on  that  dull  November 
morning. 

'  I  have  very  sad  news  to  tell  you,'  Stephen 
began,  as  he  stood  beside  her  with  his  back 
to  the  window. 

'  Sad  news  ?  not — not  about  Doll  ?' 

There  was  no  one  else  she  could  think  of 
to  whom  any  misfortune  might  happen  that 
would  affect  her. 

'  No,  not  about  Doll,'  Stephen  said  briefly, 
and  then  he  told  her  in  as  few  words  as  he 
could  about  the  Rector's  wife,  and  the  errand 
that  had  brought  him. 

'  You  must  give  me  time  to  think,'  Mary 
Grove  gasped  ;  '  I  can't  realize  it.  She  was 
here  last  week  sitting  with  mother  ;  we  had 
never  seen  her  so  bright  and  happy.  Oh, 
there  must  be  some  mistake !' 

'  There  is  no  mistake,'  Stephen  said  gravely; 
'  it  is  too  true.  Poor  Banister  is  quite  broken 
down  ;  it  has  quite  unmanned  him.' 
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And  then  he  told  Mary,  not  without  some 
symptoms  of  breaking  down  himself,  of  that 
interview  in  the  churchyard  path.  She  was 
weeping  softly  when  he  had  finished,  and  he 
put  her  into  a  chair,  and  somehow^  in  doing 
this  he  had  possessed  himself  of  her  hand. 

'  Oh,  Mary !'  he  said,  '  I  am  sure  you  will 
help  him  in  his  trouble  T 

'  I  would  do  anything  for  him — for  her, ' 
she  sobbed,  and  then,  somehow — one  never 
knows  how  these  things  happen — she  was 
weeping  against  his  shoulder,  and  he  was 
pressing  his  suit — not  his  suit,  his  Rector's 
suit. 

'  Your  sister  might  come  back,'  he  said  ; 
'  Lady  Camilla  will  give  her  up  at  once  if  she 
knows.  Your  mother  would  be  satisfied  with 
her?' 

'  Oh  yes,  yes  !  I  can't  think  about  th^t  ; 
I  can  only  think  about  that  poor  dear.' 

'  But  you   must   decide   at  once,'  Stephen 
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said  gently,  but  firmly.      '  I  must  not — 7  dare 
not — go  back  to  her  without  your  answer.' 

Mary  Grove  drew  her  hand  away  from 
him  ;  he  did  not  know  till  that  moment  that 
he  had  been  holding  it  all  the  time. 

'  I  will  go  back  with  you  at  once,'  she 
said  ;  '  she  shall  not  have  to  wait  for  the 
answer.  If — if — it  is  any  comfort  to  the 
poor  dear,  she  shall  know  that  I  will  be  a 
mother  to  her  dear  children,  that  I  will 
never,  never  leave  them.' 

This  was  not  exactly  what  Stephen  wanted, 
but  when  a  girl — even  a  Girton  girl — is 
hysterical  and  overwrought,  she  is  apt  to 
exaggerate  and  be  led  away  by  her  feelings. 

So  it  was  settled.  Stephen  was  to  remain 
in  charge  of  the  parish,  and  Mary  Grove  was 
to  take  care  of  the  children. 

There  was  a  great  deal  to  be  crushed  into 
that  last  week.  So  many  good-byes  and 
partings,   and    last    things    to    be    done    and 
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spoken.  Mary  came  over  to  the  Rectory  at 
once,  and  helped  in  the  packing,  and  saw  the 
people  that  called,  and  relieved  Mrs.  Tom  of 
the  heaviest  part  of  that  sad  business  of 
leave-taking. 

Mary  explained  to  the  people  how  matters 
stood,  and  they  went  away  without  asking 
any  further  to  see  Mrs.  Tom  ;  most  of  them 
went  away  with  their  handkerchiefs  to  their 
eyes.  Lady  Camilla  came  among  the  rest, 
but  she  was  an  old  friend,  and  she  remained 
shut  up  with  Mrs.  Tom  an  hour,  and  when 
she  came  away  she  was  weeping  hysterically. 

She  shook  hands  with  Mary  Grove  as  she 
came  out. 

'  I  am  so  glad  you  are  here,'  she  said  ; 
'  you  don't  know  what  a  comfort  your  being 
here  is  to  her.' 

The  Baroness  also  called,  but  Mary  Grove 
would  not  let  her  see  Mrs.  Banister. 

'  She  is  too  ill  to  say  good-bye  to  anyone,' 
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she  explained  meekly  ;  she  remembered  her 
old  pride  and  prejudice,  and  she  tried  to 
atone  for  it.  'If  you  knew  how  ill  she  was, 
you  would  not  distress  her  with  any  formal 
leave-taking.' 

'  Oh  dear  no  !  I  wouldn't  distress  her  on 
any  account !'  the  Baroness  said,  and  she  went 
away  in  a  huff 

The  house  was  quite  deluged  with  little 
parting  remembrances  during  those  last  few 
days ;  everybody  in  the  parish  seemed  to 
have  sent  something.  The  impromptu  gifts 
generally  took  the  form  of  warm  things  for 
the  voyage — every  kind  of  woolly  thing, 
from  a  pen-wiper  to  a  travelling-rug.  Every- 
body sent  something  —  everybody  but  the 
Baroness. 

It  would  have  touched  Mrs.  Tom  deeply 
at  any  other  time,  this  spontaneous  expression 
of  sympathy  from  the  people  she  had  lived 
among  through  all  her  happy,  happy  married 
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life  ;  but  nothino-  seemed  to  touch  her  now 
but  the  near  prospect  of  that  separation  from 
her  children. 

It  moved  everybody  in  that  sorrowful 
household  to  see  the  way  she  clung  to  them 
In  those  last  closing  days.  Everyone  knew 
that  when  the  parting  came  It  would  be  final. 
Stephen  sometimes  thought  she  knew. 

It  came  at  last,  as  all  the  sad  crises  of  life 
do  come,  with  a  reality  so  terrible  and  insis- 
tent that  it  seemed  as  if  everything  that  had 
ever  happened  had  been  leading  up  to  it,  that 
it  had  been  always  near  and  inevitable. 

When  Mrs.  Tom  awoke  on  that  dreadful 
day.  It  seemed  to  her  that  she  had  been 
dreaming  about  that  sad  December  dawning 
all  her  life.  It  was  not  the  least  strange 
to  her,  only  it  was  more  real. 

It  Is  best  to  draw  a  veil  over  the  parting  : 
it  is  too  sacred  a  thing  for  a  stranger  to  enter 
into. 


212  TO  HIS  OWN  MASTER 

Though  she  had  said  good-bye  to  them 
in  the  nursery,  the  children  escaped  from 
their  weeping  maid  and  ran  after  her  down 
to  the  Rectory  gate. 

They  were  just  in  time  to  see  the  carriage 
drive  off,  and  she  heard  their  dear  voices 
calling  after  her  :   '  Come  back  soon,  mamma  !' 

Cold  as  it  was  in  the  chill  December  sleet, 
she  insisted  on  having  the  window  of  the 
carriage  down,  and  she  leaned  out — her 
husband  could  not  keep  her  back — and  saw 
their  dear  darling  faces  at  the  gate,  and 
watched  them,  as  the  carriage  drove  rapidly 
away,  with  her  eager,  straining  eyes. 

She  could  see  them  quite  a  long  way : 
Poppy  with  her  mother's  poppy  colour  in 
her  cheeks,  and  Tommy  with  his  yellow  curls 
flying  in  the  wind  ;  and  she  heard  their  sweet 
voices  calling  after  her  :  '  Come  back  soon, 
mamma !' 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

THE    CURATE    IN    CHARGE. 

'  It  was  a  wonder  she  did  not  have  the 
horses'  heads  turned,  and  come  back  then,' 
the  Rector  wrote  to  Stephen,  a  few  days 
after.  When  she  caught  that  last  sight 
of  her  children,  and  the  window  was  drawn 
up,  she  flung  herself  on  her  knees  in  the 
carriage  in  a  wild  abandonment  of  grief, 
and  implored  her  husband  to  take  her  back, 
and  let  her  die  in  her  own  home,  among 
her  children,  not  to  carry  her  away  to  die 
among  strangers ! 

'  It  tore  at  my  heart-strings,'  he  wrote,  '  to 
refuse    her.       If    it    had    not    been    for    the 
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dreadful  certainty  of  what  a  month  more 
of  our  English  climate  would  do  for  her, 
I  should  have  taken  her  back  then.  I  could 
not  bear  such  another  appeal.  If  she  tries 
me  again  I  shall  bring  her  back.  Don't  be 
surprised  to  see  us  coming  back  at  any- 
time !' 

Stephen  walked  back  to  the  house  with 
Mary  and  the  children.  Mary  had  a  child 
by  each  hand  ;  she  would  not  let  them  go, 
though  her  eyes  were  streaming.  They  were 
her  sacred  charge. 

In  the  hall  the  servants  were  gathered 
to  see  the  last  of  their  dear  mistress,  and 
they  were  all  weeping  and  wiping  their  eyes. 
It  was  like  returning  to  a  house  after  a 
funeral. 

Stephen  followed  Mary  and  the  children 
up  the  stairs  into  the  nursery.  He  could 
not  go  away  without  having  a  few  words 
with  her,  his  heart  was  so  full. 
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A  surprise  awaited  them  in  the  nursery — 
at  least,  awaited  the  children.  There  was  a 
hamper  on  the  floor,  a  mysterious-looking 
hamper,  tied  with  a  bit  of  blue  ribbon. 

Whoever  heard  of  a  hamper  tied  with  blue 
ribbon  ? 

Poppy  and  Tommy  flew  at  it  the  moment 
they  came  into  the  room.  It  was  addressed 
to  them  :  they  had  a  right  to  open  it.  They 
forgot  all  about  their  grief  in  their  haste  to 
untie  the  hamper,  and  even  Stephen  and 
Mary  looked  on  with  some  faint  interest. 

There  was  a  cat  in  the  basket — at  least, 
a  kitten,  a  white  fluffy  Angora  kitten,  the 
loveliest  Angora  kitten  in  the  world  ! 

It  jumped  out  directly  the  children  opened 
the  lid,  and  fell  to  playing  as  if  it  had  been 
wound  up  and  set  a-going,  and  as  if  it  was 
the  business  of  its  frivolous  little  life.  It  had 
a  big  frill  round  its  neck,  and  an  immense 
tail,  and  it  was  snow-white. 
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The  children  gave  a  scream  of  delight 
when  it  jumped  out  of  the  hamper  ;  they 
forgot  all  about  that  recent  parting  :  they 
forgot  everything  in  the  world  except  the 
delight  of  possessing  such  a  wonderful  play- 
thing. 

The  Baroness  Eberlein  had  sent  it  ;  she 
had  so  timed  her  gift  that  the  hamper  did 
not  reach  the  children  until  the  parting  was 
over. 

It  had  succeeded  admirably.  It  had  been 
sent  with  the  kindest  intentions  ;  but  it 
broke  Mary  Grove  down  to  hear  their  joyous 
prattle — to  think  that  they  could  have  so 
soon  forgotten  their  beautiful  mother.  She 
would  rather,  she  told  Stephen,  as  she  sat 
weeping  by  the  window  —  she  would  far 
rather  have  gathered  them  around  her  knee, 
and  asked  God's  blessing  on  this  sad  journey, 
and  to  comfort  the  bereaved  mother.  She 
could  not  bear  to  hear  them  shouting  at  the 
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senseless  antics  of  that  ridiculous  kitten. 
Perhaps  Mary  Grove  was  prejudiced. 

Stephen  went  over  to  the  Hermitage  later 
in  the  day,  and  told  the  Baroness  how  timely 
was  the  arrival  of  her  delightful  gift — she 
couldn't  have  thought  of  anything  that  would 
have  pleased  the  children  better.  He  broke 
down  when  he  told  her  about  the  parting  at 
the  Rectory  gate  ;  he  broke  quite  down,  and 
wept  like  a  baby.  He  was  so  used  to 
baring  his  heart  to  the  Baroness's  amber 
eyes  that  he  did  not  hide  his  grief  now. 
She  rather  encouraged  him  to  give  free  vent 
to  his  emotion.  There  was  nothing  of  a 
Spartan  about  her  ;  she  was  not  used  to 
administering  mental  tonics  to  Stephen  when 
he  came  to  her  with  his  troubles.  She  gave 
free,  unrestrained  vent  to  her  own  emotions, 
and  she  encouraged  this  weakness  in  others. 

It  was  anything  but  wholesome  discipline 
to  such  a  weak,  nervous,  emotional  fellow  as 
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Stephen.  It  led  him  into  all  sorts  of  ad- 
missions ;  it  involved  him  in  absurd  and 
ridiculous  situations  that  a  stronger  man 
would  never  have  got.  into.  If  he  had  had 
the  reticence  and  self-restraint  of  most  men, 
he  would  have  told  his  tale  dry-eyed  and 
gone  about  his  business  ;  he  would  not  have 
dwelt  on  the  painful  details. 

But  Stephen  was  a  man  of  different  mettle  ; 
he  poured  out  all  the  sad  story,  and  he  broke 
down  —  he  broke  down  on  the  Baroness's 
sympathetic  bosom.  She  never  lost  a  chance 
of  having  her  arms  around  him  ;  she  let  him 
weep  out  his  emotion  on  her  heaving  bosom, 
and  she  mingled  her  tears  with  his. 

'  It  was  so  nice  of  you  to  think  of  the 
little  cat !'  he  said.  '  You  can't  think  how  it 
pleased  the  children  !' 

*  I  am  so  glad,'  she  said  softly  ;  '  I  am  so 
glad  they  liked  it,  and  that  you  were  there 
to  see  it ;'  and  then  she  dabbed  his  forehead 
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with  some  eau-de-Cologne,  and  kissed  it  in 
quite  a  motherly  way. 

'  You  must  not  break  your  heart,'  she 
said  when  he  went  away,  '  about  Mrs.  Tom  ; 
her  husband  will  soon  get  over  his  loss.  He 
will  soon  find  someone  to  console  him  ;  he 
will  not  have  to  go  very  far.' 

*  What  do  you  mean  Y  Stephen  asked, 
flushing  darkly. 

'  Mean  }  Oh,  nothing  much  !  Men  always 
get  over  that  kind  of  thing  ;  it  is  a  loss  that 
can  always  be  made  up.  You  cannot  get 
another  mother,  or  father,  or  child  to  supply 
the  empty  place  ;  but  a  man  can  always  get 
another  wife.  Mr.  Banister  will  not  have  to 
go  far  when  he  comes  back  disconsolate  ;  he 
will  find  one  on  the  spot.' 

'  You — don't — mean '      said      Stephen 

stiffly. 

'  Oh  yes,  I  do  mean,'  the  Baroness  inter- 
rupted  him.      '  Why   shouldn't    1    mean   any- 
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thing  I  like  without  your  looking  as  if  you 
would  like  to  knock  me  down  ?  I  mean  he 
has  got  that  drunken  man's  girl  there  taking 
care  of  his  children,  and  making  herself 
necessary  to  them  —  and  to  him  when  he 
comes  back  broken-hearted.  Oh,  she  knew 
very  well  what  she  was  about  when  she  gave 
up  her  blind  mother,  and  went  to  the  Rectory 
to  look  after  that  poor  doomed  woman's 
children !' 

With  this  Parthian  thrust  rankling  in  his 
heart,  Stephen  went  away.  He  told  himself 
he  would  think  nothing  more  of  it ;  he  knew 
the  Baroness  pretty  well  by  this  time,  and 
he  knew  she  was  not  very  particular  what 
she  said  about  people  who  were  so  unfor- 
tunate as  to  have  offended  her.  Mary  Grove 
had  just  offended  her  the  second  time — she 
had  not  suffered  her  to  take  leave  of  Mrs. 
Tom.  This  was  quite  sufficient  to  account 
for  any  innuendos   or   amiable  constructions 
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she  might  put  upon  Mary  Grove's  actions. 
The  Baroness  Eberlein  had  no  half  Hkes 
or  dislikes ;  she  never  half  hated  any- 
body. 

Hard  as  Stephen  tried  to  get  this  foolish 
idea  that  she  had  put  into  his  head  out  of  it, 
it  kept  running  in  it  through  all  that  first 
miserable  Sunday  after  the  Rector  had  taken 
his  wife  away. 

All  those  prayers  and  lessons  and  sermons 
he  had  to  get  through  during  the  three 
services  ought  to  have  exorcised  it.  He 
quite  hated  himself  for  thinking  of  it  as  he 
looked  across  the  hymn  he  had  just  given 
out  to  the  Rectory  pew  where  Mary  Grove 
was  sitting  with  the  children. 

She  looked  like  their  mother  already,  he 
thought ;  no  mother  could  have  watched 
over  them  with  more  loving  care.  He  put 
the  idea  resolutely  out  of  his  mind,  and  went 
down   on   his   knees,   and  asked   the  [)rayers 
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of  the  congregation  for  the  dear  woman,  now 
far  away,  who  so  sadly  needed  them. 

There  were  so  many,  many  things  to 
occupy  his  attention  through  all  the  next 
week  that  he  ought  not  to  have  had  a 
minute  to  spare  for  unprofitable  reflections. 
The  Rector  had  gone  away  so  suddenly — 
just  In  the  middle  of  the  preparations  for 
Christmas.  It  was  his  wish  that  none  of 
the  parish  festivities  that  had  been  arranged 
should  be  stopped  on  Mrs.  Tom's  account. 
The  programme  should  be  carried  out. 

It  was  rather  a  full  programme.  It  In- 
cluded so  many  things  that  Stephen  knew 
very  little  about.  The  clothing  club,  and 
the  blankets,  and  the  plum-puddings,  Mary 
Grove  undertook  to  relieve  him  of,  but  there 
was  so  much  else.  A  Rector's  wife  always 
has  to  think  of  these  things,  he  told  himself, 
not  without  bitterness,  when  he  saw  how 
well    Mary  was  supplying   the   sick  woman  s 
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place.  She  was  already  trying  on  her  shoes, 
and  they  fitted  her  exactly. 

Besides  the  usual  parochial  meetings,  the 
Bands  of  Hope,  and  the  classes,  and  the 
clubs,  he  had  been  left  almoner  of  the  parish, 
and  he  had  to  administer  the  charitable 
funds,  which  at  this  season  of  the  year  was 
no  light  task,  and  he  had  to  provide  and 
devise  amusements  fittino-  for  the  Christmas 
season  for  the  young  as  well  as  the  old.  It 
wasn't  exactly  a  time  for  dancing,  or  he  would 
have  got  up  a  dance. 

In  addition  to  all  this  extra  work  were  the 
church  services  daily,  the  preparation  of 
three  well-digested  Advent  sermons  weekly, 
and  the  regular  visiting  of  the  poor  and  the 
sick.  There  was  a  great  deal  besides ; 
there  were  funerals,  baptisms,  and  marriages, 
and  there  were  always  the  schools  to  look 
after. 

In   addition    to   all    this,    there   was   a   big 
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concert  coming  off.  It  had  been  got  up  by 
Lady  Camilla  and  Mrs.  Tom,  and  the  pro- 
ceeds were  to  be  devoted  to  the  Infirmary  of 
the  town,  whose  funds  were  at  a  very  low 
ebb. 

The  programme  had  been  arranged  long 
ago,  and  already  there  had  been  several 
practices.  The  members  of  the  choir  were 
to  be  the  principal  performers,  conducted  by 
Herr  B running,  who  was  to  play  some  solos 
on  the  violin.  Lady  Camilla  had  promised 
to  sing,  and  Herr  Briinning  was  to  accom- 
pany her  on  the  violin. 

She  had  never  before  so  honoured  Thorpe 
Regis,  and  the  little  toad-eating  community 
were  quite  off  their  heads.  It  didn't  take 
a  great  deal  to  send  them  off  their  heads. 

The  tickets  were  all  sold  within  a  week 
of  Lady  Camilla's  name  appearing  on  the 
bills,  and  the  concert  was  going  to  be  a 
success. 
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Mrs.  Tom  would  not  hear  of  its  being  put 
off.  Why  should  it  be  ?  She  was  not  down 
to  sing. 

The  concert  hadn't  very  much  to  do  with 
Stephen — he  took  no  part  in  it — but  it  inter- 
fered with  the  choir  practices.  There  was 
no  practice  the  next  week,  and  he  was  just 
a  little  angry,  and  remonstrated  with 
Brtinning.  He  didn't  remonstrate  very 
severely — it  was  not  in  Stephen's  nature  to 
be  severe — but  he  pointed  out  to  the  organist 
that  now,  more  than  at  any  other  time,  he 
ought  not  to  neglect  his  duty.  Brtinning 
didn't  take  the  reproof  nicely  ;  he  went  so 
far  as  to  question  Stephen's  right  to  re- 
monstrate. His  position  as  organist,  he  gave 
him  to  understand,  was  quite  independent 
of  him.  He  refused  to  acknowledge  his 
authority. 

The  curate  bowed  his  meek  head,  and 
walked  away  ;  he  did  not  want  to  have  any 
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contention.  He  could  not  afford  to  quarrel 
with  the  organist  directly  the  Rector  had 
gone  away. 

But  this  was  only  the  beginning  of 
troubles. 

He  told  the  Baroness  all  about  it  ;  he 
couldn't  help  telling  her  things.  If  he  had 
a  secret  when  he  went  into  the  house,  it  was 
no  longer  a  secret  when  he  came  away.  She 
used  to  worm  things  out  of  him  somehow, 
and  she  wormed  this  out  of  him  among  other 
things. 

*  There  is  something  behind,'  she  said  to 
him ;  '  there  is  more  than  you  know  of 
going  on.' 

She  refused  to  say  any  more,  and  Stephen 
could  not  hazard  a  guess  at  what  she  was 
driving  at ;  he  hadn't  the  least  idea  what  she 
meant. 

'  You  will  see,'  she  said,  shrugging  her 
handsome  shoulders  in  her  expressive  foreign 
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way  ;  '  you  will  soon  find  out  if  you  use  your 
eyes,  if  you  are  not  as  blind  as  a  bat,  what 
is  going  on.  Carl  did  not  come  here  to  play 
your  trumpery  organ  ;  there  was  something 
else  to  bring  him  here.' 

She  usually  called  Herr  Briinning  '  Carl.' 
vShe  declined  to  say  what  the  attraction  was. 

'  You  may  as  well  tell  me  what  you  mean,' 
Stephen  said,  as  he  was  going  away.  '  I 
have  got  such  a  lot  to  think  of,  and  if  you 
send  me  away  without  telling  me,  I  shall  be 
puzzling  over  what  you  have  said  when  I 
ought  to  be  thinking  of  something  else.' 

'  You  need  not  puzzle  long.  What  is  the 
attraction  to  most  men — the  attraction  that 
is  strong  enough  to  draw  a  man  from  one 
end  of  the  world  to  the  other }' 

'  I  suppose  you  mean — a — a  woman  ?' 
Stephen  said,  flushing  up  in  his  ridiculous 
manner. 

He  was  thinking  of  Mary  Grove. 
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'  Is  there  any  other  attraction  so  strong  ?' 
she  said  softly,  and  she  laid  her  hand  on 
Stephen's  shoulder  in  that  motherly  way  she 
had,  and  looked  into  the  foolish  fellow's  eyes. 
'  Wouldn't  you  follow  a  woman  you  loved  to 
the  world's  end  ?' 

It  was  not  a  fair  question.  It  entirely 
depended  whether  the  woman  were  worth 
following. 

'  Oh,  I  am  sure  I  don't  know,'  Stephen 
stammered  ;  and  then  he  said  '  good-night ' 
hurriedly,  and  tried  to  get  away. 

The  Baroness  walked  down  with  him  to 
the  gate  ;  she  often  walked  with  him  to  the 
gate  when  he  went  away,  on  the  pretence  of 
locking  it.  There  were  nothing  but  women 
and  cats  in  the  house,  she  used  to  say  ;  they 
had  no  one  to  defend  them  if  midnight 
robbers  broke  in,  and  they  were  obliged  to 
be  careful. 

She    threw    a    shawl    over    her    head    and 


THE  CURATE  IN  CHARGE  229 

walked  down  the  garden-path  with  her  hand 
on  Stephen's  arm,  and  the  cats  ghding  noise- 
lessly beside  her.  He  could  see  their  dark 
outline  against  the  white  frosty  path,  and  the 
gleam  of  their  yellow  eyes  in  the  dark. 

'  You  miorht  as  well  tell  me  who  the  woman 
is,'    he    said,   as    they    walked    down    to    the 


gate. 


'  Why  do  you  want  to  know  ?  If  you  use 
your  eyes  you  will  find  out  for  yourself.  If 
you  had  not  been  blind,  you  would  have 
found  out  long  ago.  If  you  had  loved  the 
woman  yourself  you  would  have  found  out. 
There  are  no  eyes  so  sharp  as  the  eyes  of  a 
jealous  lover.' 

Stephen  was  silent. 

He  was  wonderinor  if  a  man  could  come 
from  the  other  end  of  the  world  after  Mary 
Grove  without  his  finding  it  out.  They  were 
in  Avernus  now,  the  dark  part  of  the  path 
where    the    laurels    met   overhead  ;    and   the 
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Baroness   was   clinging  to  his  arm,  and  the 
cats  were  gHding  noiselessly  behind  them. 

'  You  have  not  answered  my  question/ 
she  said  softly.  He  had  no  Idea  that  her 
voice  could  be  so  soft  and  tender ;  It  was  not 
at  all  maternal  now.  '  Would  not  you  follow 
a  woman  you  loved  to  the  world's  end  ?' 

'  I  am  sure  I  don't  know.  I  have  never 
been  tried.' 

*  Perhaps  you  have  never  really  loved  a 
woman  yet  ?' 

Stephen  didn't  at  all  know  how  to  answer. 
The  Baroness  was  clinging  to  his  arm,  and 
the  darkness  was  Intense,  and  she  would 
only  walk  at  a  snail's  pace.  He  could  not 
hurry  her  along. 

'  No — o — o,'  said  Stephen,   '  I — I  am  not 
sure  that    I    have.     One  never  can  be  sure 
until  the  right  woman  comes.' 
'  And  has  she  not  come  yet  ?' 
Whatever  did   the  woman   mean   by  that 
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tender  pressure  of  his  unresponsive  arm,  and 
by  the  cloying  sweetness  of  her  tremulous 
voice  ? 

Stephen  would  have  given  anything  In  the 
world  to  have  got  to  the  gate. 

'  If — If  she  has,'  he  said,  with  something 
like  a  sigh,  '  I'm  afraid  she  will  never  love 
me.' 

'  There — there  Is  someone — who — who 
does  love  you,'  the  Baroness  said,  with  a 
break  In  her  voice,  and  she  leaned  heavily 
against  Stephen's  shoulder. 

It  was  a  most  embarrasslnor  situation  for  a 
curate.  The  path  was  as  dark  as  a  pit,  but 
the  gate  was  not  a  long  way  off. 

'  I — I'm  sure  I  see  Tito  outside  the  gate,' 
he  said,  telling  a  dreadful  fib,  quite  regard- 
less of  consequences.  '  Shall  I  run  and  get 
him  in  ?' 

He  dropped  the  Baroness's  arm  suddenly, 
and    he    made    a    plunge    for    the   gate,   and 
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scattered  the  attendant  escort  of  cats  right 
and  left,  and  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing 
Tito  skittering  down  the  road  as  fast  as  his 
four  legs  would  carry  him. 

'  I  am  so  sorry,'  he  said  mendaciously  ;  '  if 
I  can  catch  him  I  will  bring  him  back.' 

The  Baroness,  who  had  recovered  herself 
with  an  effort — it  wasn't  Stephen's  fault  that 
she  had  not  plumped  down  among  the  laurels 
— said  not  a  word.  She  didn't  even  say 
'good-night.' 


END    OF    VOL.    II. 
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SAVAGE  LIFE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*».  0<ljj  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2a. 

BRAND'irOBSERVATTONS'l)N"PO  ANTIQUITIES;  chiefly 

illustrating  the  (Jngin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs,  Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.     Witti 
thf^  Additions  of  Sir  Hrnry  Elms,  and  llhistrationa.  Cr.  8vo,  clotb  extra,  Tw.  iitl. 

BREWER  (^V.   DRTTWORKSlBY. 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.     Fifteenth   rii'>ii«and.     down  •'vo,  cloth  extra,  7.h.  <mI. 

AUTHORS  AND  THEIR  V/ORKS,  Y/ITH  THE  DATES:  Beiu,' the  Appendices  to 
'  Tlu'  Re.ider's    Handbnok.'    separately  printed.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp.  ti*. 

A  DICTION ARY   OF   MIRACLE 3.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7a.  <»d. 

BREWSTER  (SIR   DAVID)," WORKS  BY.      Post  Svod.  ex.  4».  «.l.  each. 
MORE  WORLDS  THAN  ONE:  Creed  ol  Philo.sopher  and  Hope  of  Christian.  Plates, 
THE  MAKTYKSOP  SCIENCE:  nALn,p:o,TYCHo  Brauk,  and  Kkplkr.  With  Portrait*. 
LETTERS  ON   NATURAL  MAGIC.    With  nmnerous  Illustrations. 

BRILLAT-SAVARIN.-GASTRONOMY  AS  A  FINE  ART.  BypRiLLAr. 

Savarjn.    Translated  by  K.  E.  Ai'iuttRi.oN,  M.A.     i'osl  Svo,  half-bound. '2«. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


BRET  HARTE,  WORKS  BY. 

LIBRARY  EDITION.     In  Seven  Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6ii.  each. 
BRET  HARTE'S  COLLECTED  WORKS.    Arranged  and  Revised  by  the  Author. 
VoL      I.  Complete  Poetical  and  Dramatic  Works.    With  Steel  Portrait. 
Vol.    II.  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp— Bohemian  Papers— American  Legends, 
Vol.  III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts — Eastern  Sketches. 
Vol.  IV.  Gabriel  Conroy.    |    Vol.  V.  Stories— Condensed  Novels,  &c. 
Vol.  VI.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 
Vol.VII.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope— II.    With  Portrait  by  John  Pettie,  R.A. 

THE  SELECT  WORKS  OF  BRET  HARTE,  in  Prose  and  Poetry  With  Introductory 
Essay  by  J.  M.  Bellew,  Portrait  of  Author,  and  50  Illusts.  Cr.8vo,  cl.  ex..  Ts.  6d, 

BRET  HARTE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.  Hand-made  paper  &  buckram.  Cr.Svo.  4s.<>d. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  THE  PIRATE  ISLE.  With  28  original  Drawings  by  Kate 
Greenaway,  reproduced  in  Colours  by  Edmund  Evans.    Small  4to,  cloth,  58. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  Gd.  each. 
A  WAIF  OP  THE  PLAINS.     With  60  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE.    With  59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood 
A  SAPPHO  OF  GREEN  SPRINGS,  &c.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  Hume  Nisbet 
COLONEL    STARBOTTLE'S   CLIENT,  AND   SOME    OTHER   PEOPLE.      With  9 

Frontispiece  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
SUSY:  A  Novel.     With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  J.  A.  Christie. 
SALLY  DOWS,  &c.    With  47  Illustrations  by  W.  D.  Almond,  &c. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
BABRIEL  CONROY.  I    THE  LUCK  OF  ROARING  CAMP,  4c 

AN  HEIRESS  OF  RED  DOG,  &c.         |    CALIFORNIAN  STORIES. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each ;  cloth  limp,  38.  6«l.  each. 

FLIP.  I         MARUJA. I      A  PHYLLIS  OF  THE  SIERRAS. 

Fcap.  Svo.  picture  cover,  l8.  each. 
THE  TWINS  OP  TABLE  MOUNTAIN.    I     JEFF  BRIGGS'S  LOYB  STORY. 
SNOW-BOUND  AT  EAGLE'S. | 

BRYDGES.-UNCLE  SAM  AT  HOME.     By  Harold  Brydges.    Post 

8vo.  illustrated  boards,  gs.  ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  ttd. 

BUCHANAN'S    (ROBERT)    WORKS.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Cs.  each. 

SELECTED  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BUCHANAN.  With  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 

THE  EARTHQUAKE;  or,  Six  Days  and  a  Sabbath, 

THE  CITY   OF   DREAM  :  An  Epic  Poem.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  P.  Macnab. 

THE  WANDERING  JEW ;  A  Christmas  Carol.    Second  Edition. 

THE  OUTCAST  :  A  Rhyme  for  the  Time.  With  15  Illustrations  by  Rudolf  Blind, 
Peter  Macnab,  and  Hume  Nisbet.    Small  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 

ROBERT  BUCHANAN'S  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.  With  Steel-plate  Por- 
trait.   Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  78.  fid. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 


THE  SHADOW  OF  THE  SWORD. 

A  CHILD  OF  NATURE.   Frontispiece. 

GOD  AND  THE  MAN.  With  11  Illus- 
trations by  Fred.  Barnard. 

THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  MADELINE. 
With  Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Cooper. 


LOVE   ME   FOR  EVER.    Frontispiece. 
ANNAN  WATER.  |  FOXGLOVE  MANOR. 
THE   NEW  ABELARD. 
MATT  :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan.     Front. 
THE  MASTER  OF  THE  MINE.    Front. 
THE   HEIR  OF  LINNE. 


THE  WEDDING-RING.     2  vols.,  crown  Svo. [Shortly. 

BURTON  (CAPTAIN). -THE   BOOK    OF    THE    SWORD"rBeing^ 

History  ot  the  Sword   and  its  Use  in   all  Countries,  from  the  Earliest  Times.     By 
Richard  F.  Burton.     With  over  400  Illustrations.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33s. 

BURTON  (ROBERTV 

THE  ANATOMY    OF    MELANCHOLY:    A  New  Edition,  with  translations    of  the 

Classical  Extracts.     Demv  Svo,  cloth  extra,  V.*!.  fed. 
MELANCHOLY  ANATOMISED    Being  au  Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Burton's 

Anatomy  OF  Melancholy.     Post  Svo. cloth  limp,  3s.  <>d. 

TAINE    (T.    HALL),    NO VELS~  BY7~Crown  Svo,  doth  extra.  3s.  6d.  eachi 

post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  3s.  eacn  ;  rloth  limp,  3s.  <»«il.  each. 
SHADOW  OF  A  CRIME.    I    A  SON  OF  HAGAR.         I    THE  DEEMSTER. 


CAMERON    (COMMANDER). -THE    CRUISE   OF    THE    "BLACK 

PRINCE"  PRIVATEER.    By  V.  Lovett  Cameron,  R.N.,  C.B.    With  Two  Illustra- 
tions by  P.  Macnab.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

CfflER0N7MRS7H.nL0 VETT)7N0 VELS^Y.  Post svo.  iiiust. bds., otJ,^^ 

JULIET'B  GUARDIAN.  I    DECEIVERS  EVER. 
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CARLYLE  (THOMAS)  ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS.     With   Life 

by  R.  H.  Shepherd,  and  Three  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  1«.  6d. 
CORRESPONDENCE  OF  THOMAS  CARLYLE  ANDR.  W.  EMERSON,  1834  to  1872. 
Edited  by  C.  E.  Norton.     With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth,  *^48. 

CARLYLE  (JANE  WELSH),  LIFE  OF.     By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland. 

With  Portrait  and  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  titl, 
CHAPMM'STGEOliGErWORKS.    Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete, 
including  the  doubtful  ones.    Vol.  II.,  the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an 
Introductory  Essay  by  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne.    Vol.  III.,  the  Translations 
of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

CHATTO  AND  JACKSON. -A  TREATISE  ON  WOOD  ENGRAVING, 

Historical  and  Practical,    By  William  Andrew  Chatto  and  John  Jackson.    With 
an  Additional  Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn,  and  450  line  lUusts.  Large  4to,hf.-bd.,  2Ss, 

CHAUCER~FOR  CHILDREN  :  A  Golden  Key.     By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis. 
With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  DemySvo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  6«1. 

CLARE.-FOR  THE  LOVE  OF  A  LASS :  A  Tale  of  Tynedale.     By 

Austin  Clare.     Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  tis. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6«t. 

CLIVETMRS.    ARCHER),    NOVELS    BY.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2«.  each 
PAUL  FERROLL. |      V/HY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE. 

CLODD.-MYTHS    AND    DREAMS.      By  Edward    Clodd,   F.R.A.S. 

Second  Edition,  Revised.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  

COBBAN  (J.  MACLAREN),  NOVELS~BY. 

THE  CURE  OF  SOULS.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2«, 

THE  RED  SULTAN.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

COLEMAN  (JOHN),  WORKS  BY. 

PLAYERS  AND  PLAYWRIGHTS  I  HAVE  KNOWN.    Two  Vols.,  8vo,  cloth,  24s. 
CURLY:  An  Actor's  Story.  With  21  Illusts.  by  J.  C.  DoL lman.   C r.  8vo,  cl.,  Is.  6d. 

COLERIDGE.— THE  SEVEN  SLEEPERS  OF  EPHESUS.     By  M.  E. 

Coleridge.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth.  Is.  6«l. 

COLLINS  (C.   ALL"STON)r=^HE  BAR  SINISTER.     Post  8vo,  2s: 
COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  posi  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  SSs.  each. 
FROM  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.      |      BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR. 
TRANSMIGRATION.     |      YOU  PLAY  ME  FALSE.      |      A  VILLAGE  COMEDY. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
SWEET  ANNE  PAGE.  |  FIGHT  WITH  FORTUNE.  |  SWEET  &  TWENTY.  |  FRANCES. 

COLLINS  (WILKIE),   NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  Svo.  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6«l.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each ;  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
ANTONINA.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
BASIL.     Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney, 
HIDE   AND  SEEK.    Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert.  R.A. ,  and  J.  Mahonfv. 
AFTER  DARK.     Illustration-^  by  A.  B.  Houghton.  |    THE  TWO   DESTINIES. 
THE   DEAD   SECRET.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  K. A. 
QUEEN   OF  HEARTS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.   With  Illusts.  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert,  R. A.,  and  F.  A.  Fraser. 
HO  NAME.     With  Illustrations  by  Sir  I.  E.  Millais,  R.A..  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
MY   MISCELLANIES.     With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 
ARMADALE.     With  Illustrations  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

THE   MOONSTONE.     With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MAN   AND   WIFE.    With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
POOR  MISS   FINCH.     Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurif.r  and  Edward  Hughes. 
MISS  OR   MRS.7    With  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Hknry  Woods,  A. R.A. 
,  THE   NEW   MAGDALEN,    lllustiatud  by  G.  Du  Maurikk  and  C.  S.  Ki-.inhardt. 
THE   FROZEN    DEEP.     Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  J,  Mahonev. 
THE  LAV/  AND  THE  LADY.     Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Filpes,  R.A.,  and  Sydney  Hall. 
THE   HAUNTED   HOTEL.     Illustrate.!  by  Arthur  Hopkins. 
THE   FALLEN    LEAVES.    I    HEART  AND   SCIENCE.  I  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 
JEZEBEL'S  DAUGHTER.        "I   SAY   NO."  LITTLE   NOVELS. 

THE   BLACK  ROBE.  |    A  ROGUE'S  LIFE.  |  THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIN. 

BLI N D  JiOY E .      With  Preface  by  Walter  B i:sant,  and  Illusts.  by  A.  Fokkstier. 

COLLINS  (JOHN  CHURTON,  M.A.),  BOOKS  BT 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OP  TENNYSON.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6a. 

JONATHAN  SWIFT  :  A  Biogi  apbical  and  Critical  Study.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  H;  \Shortfy 


6  ^  BOOKS    PUBLISHED   BY 

COLMAN'S  HUMOROUS  WORKS:  "Broad  Grins,"  "My  Nightgown 

and  Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works  of  George  Colman.     With  Lite  by 
G.  B,  BucKSTONE,  and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6tt. 

COLMORE.-A  VALLEY  OF  SHADOWS.     By  G.  Colmore,  Author 

of  "  A  Conspiracy  of  vSilence."    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

COLQUHOUN.-EVERY   INCH   A   SOLDIER :  A  Novel.      By  M.  J. 

COLQUHOUN.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tis. 

CONVALESCENT  COOKERY:  A  Family  Handbook.    By  Catherine 

Ryan.    Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp.  Is.  6<l. 

CONWAY  (MONCUREnDOTWORKS  BY. 

BEMONOLOGY  AND  DEVIL-LORE.    65  Illustrations.   Two  Vols.,  8vo,  cloth  2S«. 
A  NECKLACE  OF  STORIES.     25  lUusts.  by  W.  J,  Hennessy.    Sq.  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
PINE   AND   PALM:  A  Novel.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  iJls. 
GEORGE  WASHINGTON'S  RULES  OF  CIVILITY.  Fcap.  8vo,  Jap,  vellum,  gs.  6d. 

COOK  (BUTTON),  NOVELS  BY. 

PAUL  FOSTER'S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  38.  6«1. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards, Ss. 
LEO.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

COQPERlEDWARD  H.)-GEOFFORY   HAMILTON.    Two  Vdi^ 

CORNWALL.-POPULAR  ROMANCES  OF  THE  WEST  OF  ENG- 
LAND ;  or.  The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected 
bv  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  Two  Steel-plates  by  Gro.Cruikshank.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,y8.  ttd. 

COTES.— TWO  GIRLS  ON~A  BARGE.     By  V.  Cecil  Cotes.      With 

44  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3h.  6«I. 

"CRADDOCK.-THE  PROPHET  OF  THE  GREAT  SMOKY  MOUN- 

TAINS.  By  Charles  Egbkrt  Craddock.  Post  8vo.  illust.  bds.,  3s. ;  cl.  limp,  g8.6d. 

CRIM.-ADVENTURES  OF  A  FAIR  REBEL.    By  Matt  Crim.    Whh 

a  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6J. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  8s. 

CROKER  (BTM.),  NOVELS   BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  6d.  each ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ^i".  each ;  cloth  limp,  SJs.  <it).  each. 
PRETTY  MISS  NEVILLE.  I      DIANA  BARRINGTOH, 

A  BIRD  OF  PASSAGE. |     PROPER  PRIDE, 

A  FAMILY  LIKENESS.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

CRUlKSHANK'S    COMIC    ALMANACK.     Complete  in  Two  Series  : 

The  First  from  1835  to  1843 ;  the  Second  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  ol 
the  Best  Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  Cruik- 
SHANK,  HiNE,  Landells,  &c.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7s,  6d.  each. 
THE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  By  Blanchard  Jerrold.  With  84 
Illustrations  and  a  Bibliography.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  <>d. 

CUieirNGTC7FrG^RI)^N)7W0RKS  BY.      Demy  8vo,  cl.  ex..  88.  6d.  each. 

IN  THE  HEBRIDES.     V/ith  Autotype  Facsimile  and  23  Illustrations. 

IN  THE   HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  THE  INDIAN  PLAINS.     With  42  Illustrations. 

TWO  HAPPY  YEARS  IN   CEYLON.    With  28  Illustrations. 
VIA  CORNWALL  TO  EGYPT.    With  Photogravure  Frontis.    Demy  8vo.  cl.,y8.6d. 

CUSSANS.— A  HANDBOOK  OF  HERALDRY;   with  Instructions  f^ 

Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS,,  &c.    By  John  E.  Cussans.    With 
4..08  Woodcuts  and  2  Coloured  Plates.   New  edition,  revised,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

CYPLES(W.)— HEARTS  of  GOLD.  Cr.8vo,cl.,3s.6d.;  post8vo,bds.,2s. 
nANIEL.-MERRIE  ENGLAND  IN  THE  OLDEN  TIME.  By  George 

Daniel.  With  lllustTations  by  Robert  Cruikshank.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  G«1. 
DAUDET.— THE   EVANGELIST;    or,   Port   Salvation.      By  Alphonse 
Daudet.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  fid.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tis. 

l):SVENANT.-HTNTSTi^R^PARENTS~ON^T  OF  A  PRO- 

FESSION  FOR^THEIR^SONS.     By  F.  Davenant,  M.A.    Post  8vo.  Is. ;  cl..  Is.  «d. 

DAVIES  (DR.  N.  E.  YORKE-),  WORKS  BY^ 

Crown  8vo,  Is.  each:  cloth  limp,  Is.  <>d.  each. 
ONE  THOUSAND  MEDICAL  MAXIMS  AND  SURGICAL  HINTS. 
NURSERY   HINTS:   A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 
FOODS  FOR  THE  FAT:    A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  itt  Cart, 
i.IDS  TO  LONQ  LIFE.    Crown  8vo,  Ss.;  cloth  limp, 'Js.  6d. 
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DAVIES*  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  for  the  firsit 

time  Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  P.p.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards,  l!is. 

DAWSON.— THE   FOUNTAIN   OF  YOUTH :   A  Novel  of  Adventur^ 

By  Erasmus  Pawson,  M.B.     Edited  by  Paul  Devon.     With  Two  Illustrations  by 
Hume  Nisret.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  Ijf*.  iid.  ;  post  8vo,  ilhistrated  boards,  a«. 

DE  GUERIN.— THE  JOURNAL  OF  MAURICE  DE  GUERIN.    Edited 

by  G.  S.  Trebutien.     With   a   Memoir   by  Sainte-Beuve.     Translated  from  the 
goth  French  Edition  by  Jessie  P.  Frothingham.  Frap,  8vo,  half-bound,  Ss*.  ti«l. 

DE  MAISTRE.-A  JOURNEY  ROUl^  MY  ROOMT^^y^vTE^DE 

Maistre.    Translated  by  Henry  Attwkt.l.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  JJs.  (id. 

DE  MILLE.— A  CASTLE  Il^SPAINT^ByyTMErDVlVTiLLE.    With  a 

Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  .'iN.  <m1.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  board-s,  28. 

DERBY  (THE).-THE  BLUE  RIBBON  OFTHETURFrAah^^i^ 

of  the  Race  for  The  Derby,  from  Dionied  to  Donovan.     With  Brief  Accounts  of 
The  Oaks.     By  Louis  Henry  Curzon      Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2*.  ftd. 

DERWENT  (LEITH)TN0~VELS  B  Y.    Cr.Sv^cl.,  :i^.6d.  ea.;^post  8vo.bds..3s.ea. 
OUR  LADY  OP  TEARS.  I    CIRCE'S  LOVERS. 


DICKENS  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  «•.  each. 
SKETCHES  BY  BOZ.  I    NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY. 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS. |  ^LIYER  TWIST. 

THE  SPEECHES  OP  CHARLES  DICKENS,  1841-1870.    With  a  New  Bibliography. 

Edited  by  Richard  Herne  Shepherd.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.— Also  a 

Smaller  Edition,  in  the  Mavfnir  Library,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp  5i».  6d. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.    By  Alfred  Rimmer.     With  57  Illustrations 

by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof.  Alfred  Kimmrr,  and  others.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  4>d. 

dictionaries; 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES:  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Pogmatic.  By  the  Rev. 
E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.     <:rown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7>*.  Wd. 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OP  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  With  an  English  BiunoGRAPHy. 
Fifteenth  Thousand.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7**,  C»d. 

AUTHORS  AND  THEIR   WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  !Js. 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OP  GREAT  MEN.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.     By  Samuel  A.  Bent,  A.M.     Crown  8vo,  "»oth  extra.  7s.  «<1. 

SLANG  DICTIONARY  :  Etymolo.^icai,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  «s.  «d. 

WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY:  A  BioKraphical  Dictionary.   By  F.  Hays.    Cr  8vo,  cl.,  5». 

WORDS,  PACTS,  AND  PHRASES:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Qu.aint,  and  Out-oi- 
the-Way  Matters.     By  Elikzer  Edwards.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  4>d. 

DIDEROT.— THE  PARADOX  OF  ACTING.  Translated,  with  Annota^ 
tions,  from  Diderot's  "  Le  Paradoxe  sur  le  Coinedien,"  by  Walter  Herries  Pollock. 
With  a  Preface  by  Henry  Irving.     Crown  8vo,  parchment,  4.«).  HA. 

D~OBSON~(AUSTIN),  WORKS~BY. 

THOMAS  BEWICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.    With  95  Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  fls. 
FOUR    FRENCHWOMEN.     Fcap.  hvo,  hf.-roxburghe,  with  a  Portrait,  2s.  «d.- 

Also,  a  Library  Eriition,  with  4  Portraits,  crown  Bvo,  buckiam,  gilt  top.  <»s. 
EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY  VIGNETTES.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  «s. 

DOBSON  (W.  T.)-POETrCAL  INGENUITIES^AND  ECCENTRICI- 
TIES.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  tis.  «id. 

DONOVAN  (DICK)7dETECT1VE~ST0RIES  BY.  ~~~ 

'nsi  Hvo.  illustrated  bo  ird-^,,  tis.  earh;   rl<ith  limp,  'it*.  <»d.  each. 


THE  MAN-HUNTER.  |    WANTED! 

CAUGHT  AT   LAST! 

TRACKED   AND  TAKEN. 

WHO  POISONED  HETTY  DUNCAN? 


A  DETECTIVE'S  TRIUMPHS. 
IN  THE  GRIP  OP  THE    LAW. 
PROM  INFORMATION  RECEIVED. 
LINK  BY  LINK.  [bluf.ly, 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  \i».  <>d.  each  •  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  'Z»»  each  : 

cloth  limp,  ti.-*.  Od.  each. 
THE  MAN  PROM  MANCHESTER.    With  aUHustrations. 
TRACKED  TO  DOOM.    With  6  fnll-pnge  Illustrations  by  Gordon  Browne. 

DOYLE  (COHAN).-THE  FIRM  OF  GIRDLEST0NET"B7ir  C^i^ 
POTLSj  Author  of  "  Mloab  Clarke."    Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  a«.  04. 


600KS  PUBLISHED  BY 


DRAMATISTS,    THE   OLD.    with  vignette  Portraits.  Cr.Svo.cl.  ex.,  6«.  per  Vol. 

BEN  JONSON'S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford.     Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.   Three  Vols. 

CHAPMAN'S  WORKS.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays 
complete;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Essay 
by  A.  C.  Swinburne  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.   From  Gifford's  Text.    Edit  by  CoI.Cunningham.  OneVol. 

DUNCAlTTSARA  JEANNETTE),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  iitl.  each. 
A  SOCIAL  DEPARTURE:  How  Orthodocia  and  I  Went  round  the  World  by  Our- 
selves.    With  III  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
AN  AMERICAN   GIRL  IN  LONDON.     With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
THE  SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  MEMSAHIB.    With  37  lllusts.  [^Shortly. 

DYER.— THE  FOLK-LORE  OF  PLANTS.    By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 

Dyer.  M.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


EARLY 

*"^       tions 


ENGLISH   POETS.     Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annota- 
bv  Rev.  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  On.  per  Volume. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES)  COMPLETE  POEMS.     One  Vol. 

DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Two  Vols. 

HERRICK'S  (ROBERT)  COMPLETE   COLLECTED   POEMS.    Three  Vols. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)   COMPLETE   POETICAL  WORKS.    Three  Vols. 

EDGCUMBE.— ZEPHYRUS  :  A  Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River  Plate. 
By  E.  R.  Pearce  Edgcumbe.     With  41  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Sti. 

EDWARDES  (MRS.  ANNIE),  NOVELS  BY: 

A  POINT  OF  HONOUR.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tin. 

ARCHIE   LOVELL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  lis.  <»€!.  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards^SJs^ 

EDWARDS    (ELiEZER).-WORDS,    FACTSr~AND~'PHRASES :    A 

Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-ot-the-Way  Matters.    By  Eliezsr  Edwards. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7t*.  iif\. __^____ 

EDWARDS  (M.  BETHAM-),  NOVELS  BY. 

KITTY.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tin, ;  cloth  limp,  '^s.  6d. 

FELICIA.     Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  '2h . 

EGERTON.— SUSSEX  FOLK^SUSSEX  WAYS.  ByRev.J.C.EGERTON. 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  IT.  Wage,  and  4  Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  5s. 

EGGLESTON  (EDWARD).— ROXY  :  A  Novel."Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,27. 
ENGLISHMAN'S  HOUSE,   THE:  A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interestedlln 

Selecting  or  Building  a  House ;   with  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.     By  C.  J. 
Richardson.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  600  lllusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7».  iia, 

£WALD  (ALEX.  CHARLES,  F.S.a!),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES   OF    PRINCE    CHARLES    STUART.    Count   of  Albany 
(The  Young  Pretender).     With  a  Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7».  Od. 
STORIES  FROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.     With  an  Autotype.   Crown  8vo,  cloth, <tii. 

EYES,    OUR  :    How  to  Preserve  Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.     By 

John  Browning,  F.R. A. S.     With  70  lllusts.     Ei^'hteenth  ThoiT^and.  Crown  Svo,  1». 

.pAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  By  Samuel  Arthur 

Bent.  A.M.     Fifth  Edition,  Hevised  and  ?2nlarg;ed.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Tg.  6d. 

TARADAY    (MICHAEL),    WORKS    BY.     Post  Svo,  cloth  extra.  4..  6d.  each. 

THE  CHEMICAL  HISTORY  OF  A  CANDLE:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience.     Edited  by  William  Crookes.  F'.C.S.     With  numerous  Ilhititrations. 

ON  THE  VARIOUS  FORCES  OF  NATURE,  AND  THEIR  RELATIONS  TO 
EACH  OTHER.    Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S.     With  Illustrations. 

J'ARRER  (J.   ANSON),  WORKS  BY. 

MILITARY  MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6a. 

WAR;  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  "  Military  Manners."     Cr. Svo,  1«. ;  cl.,  1». fid. 

\JENN  (G.  MANVILLE),  NOVETs  BY. 

THE  NEVif  MISTRESS.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.:  post  8T0,  Ulutt. 
WIIMEBS  TO  THE  DEED.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8yo. 


CHATTO    8c    WINDUS,    214,    PICCADILLY. 


FIN-BEC— THE  CUPBOARD  PAPERS :  Observations  on  the  Art  of 

Living  and  Diuing.    By  Fin-Bec.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2«.  <>«1. 

FIREWORKS,   THE  COMPLETE  ART  OF  MAKING ;  or,  The  Pyro- 

technist's  Treasury.     By  Thomas  Kentish.   With  267  Illustratiopg.   Cr,  8vo,  cl.,  5», 

FITZGERALD  (PERCY,  M.A.,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  ^Yi      ~ 

THE  WORLD  BEHIND  THE  SCENES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passages  from  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.     Post  8vo,  cl.,  3».  6<1. 
A  DAY'S  TOUR:  Journey  through  France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches.  Cr.4to.  Is, 
FATAL  ZERO.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Ss.  (i«l. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tin. 

Post  8vo,  illustr?ted  boardsT'-iS'  each. 
BELLA  DONNA.  I  LADY  OP  BRANTOME.  I  THE   SECOND  MRS.  TILLOTSON. 
POLLY.  I  NEVER  FORGOTTEN.    I  SEVENTY-FIVE  BROOKE  STREET. 
LIFE  OP  JAMES  BOSWELL  (of  Auchinleck;.    With  an  Account  of  liis  Sayings, 
Doings,  and  Writings  ;  and  Four  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  ti4s. 

FLAMMARION.— URANIA  :  A  Romance.  By  Camille  Flammarion. 
Translated  by  Augusta  Rice  Stetson.  With  87  Illustrations  by  De  Bieler, 
Myrbach,  and  Gambard.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES,  B.D.)  COMPLETE  POEMS  :  Christ's  Victorie 

in  Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on   Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor 
Poems.     With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  <»*i. 

FLUDYER  (HARRY)  AT  CAMBRIDGE  r  A  Series  of  Fan^y^LeTters! 

Post  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  <><l. 

FONBLANQUE(ALBANY).-FILTHY  LUCRE.  Post8vo.illust.bds.,2s. 
FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  <iil.  each:   post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  5Js.  each. 
ONE  BY  ONE.  |  QUEEN  COPHETUA.  |  A  REAL  QUEEN.  |  KING  OR  KNAVE! 
OLYMPIA.  Post8vo.illust.bds.,38.  |  ESTHER'S  GLOVE.  Fcap.  Svo,  pict.  cover,  1». 
ROMANCES  OP  THE  LAW.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  «s. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  iis. 
ROPES  OF  SAND.    3  vols.,  crown  Svo. __^ 

FREDERIC  (HAROLD),   NOVELS  BY. 

SETH'S  BROTHER'S  WIFE.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

THE   LAWTON  GIRL.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  «s. :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


FRENCH  LITERATURE,   A  HISTORY  OF.     By  Henry  Van  Laun. 

Three  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  boards,  ^s.  (mI.  each. 

FRERE.— PANDURANG  HARI;  oT^  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.     With  Pre- 
face by  Sir  Bartle  Frere.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  lis.  4i«l. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

FRISWELL(HAIN).-ONE  OF  TWO :  A  NoveTTTost  8vo.  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

FROST  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY.  Crown  Svo.  doth  extra,  ;is.  fid.  each. 
CIRCUS  LIFE  AND  CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.  I  LIVES  OF  THE  CONJURERS. 
THE  OLD   SHOWMEN   AND  THE   OLD   LONDON   FAIRS. 


FRY'S  (HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES. 

Showing  their  Name,  Date  of  Foundation,  Objects,  Income,  Otticials,  &c.     Edited 
by  John  Lane.     Published  Annually.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Is.  Od. 

HARDENING  BOOKS.      Post  Svo,  is.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  fid.  each. 
^   A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE:  Practical  Advice  as  to  the 
Manairf^inent  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.     By  Georgk  Glenny. 
HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.    By  Tom  and   |ank  Jkrrold.     Illustrated. 
THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE   RENT.     ByJToM  Jerrold. 
OUR   KITCHEN  GARDEN:  The  Plants  we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.     Bj 

Tom   iKRKor.D.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  is.  fxl. 
MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND  WHAT  I  GREW  THERE.    By  Francis  G.  Heath 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  cdu'es.  fi». 

GARRETT.— THE  CAPEL  GIRLS:  ATNo^el.    By  Edward  Garrett. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  [in,  fid.;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  lis. 

GENTLEMAN'S     MAGAZINE,    THE~      is7  Monthly." In    addition   to 

Articles  upon  subjects  in  Literature,  science,  and  Art,  "TABLE  TALK"  by  Syl- 
VANUS  Urban,  and"PAGESON  PLAYS"  by  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  appear  monthly 
\*  Bound  Volumes  for  recent  years  kept  in  stoch,  H«.  fid.  each,  Casts  for  btnJine,  Js. 


10  BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 

GENTLEMAN'S  ANNUAL,  THE.  Published  Annually  in  November,  is. 
The  1892  Annual,  written  by  T.  W.  Speight,  is  entitled  "THE  LOUDWATER 
TRAGEDY." 

GERMAN   POPULAR   STORIES.       Collected  by  the  Brothers   Grimm 

and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.     With  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin,  and  22  Steel 
Plates  after  George  Cruikshank.     Square  8vo.  cloth,  68.  6cl.;  gilt  edges.  Tw.  6d« 

GIBBON  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  6vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  0«1.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2«.  eeich. 
ROBIN  GRAY.  |  LOVING  A  DREAM.    I    THE  GOLDEN  SHAFT. 
THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  FOREST.      |    OF  HIGH  DEGREE. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tis.  each. 


THE  DEAD  HEART. 

FOR  LACK  OF  GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD  SAY? 

FOR  THE  KING.  |   A  HARD   KNOT. 

OUEEN  OF  THE   MEADOW. 

IN   PASTURES  GREEN. 


IN  LOVE  AND  WAR. 

A  HEART'S  PROBLEM. 

BY  MEAD  AND  STREAM. 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 

FANCY  FREE.  |  IN  HONOUR  BOUND. 

HEART'S  DELIGHT.  |  BLOOD-MONEY. 


GIBNEY  (SOMERVILLE). -SENTENCED!    Cr.  8vo.  Is. ;  cl..  Is.  6d. 

GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  29.  each. 
DR.  AUSTIN'S  GUESTS.                        I    JAMES  DUKE,  COSTBRMONGER. 
THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN.    | 

GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.    Two  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains:  The  Wicked  World — Pygmalion  and  Galatea — 
Charity— The  Princess— The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series  :  Broken  Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts— Gretchen — Dan'l 
Druce— Tom  Cobb— H. M.S.  "  Pinafore  "—The  Sorcerer— Pirates  of  Penzance. 

EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIC  OPERAS  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  "Pinafore" — Pirates  of  Penzance — lolanthe — Patience — 
Princess  Ida — The  Mikado — Trial  by  Jiirv.      Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  Cd. 

THE  "GILBERT  AND  SULLIVAN"  BIRTHDAY  BOOK:  Quotations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selected  Irom  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A. 
Sullivan.     Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson.     Royal  i6mo,  Jap.  leather,  'is.  6d. 


GLANVILLE  (ERNEST),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
THE  LOST  HEIRESS:  A  Tale  of  Love,  BattJt,  and  Adventure.     With  2  Illusts. 
THE  FOSSICKER  :  A.  Romance  of  Mashonaland.     With  2  Illusts.  by  Hume  Nisbet. 

GLENNY.-A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE: 

Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  iManagement  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden,     By  George  Glenny.     Post  Svo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

GODWIN.-LIVES  OF  THE  NECROMANCERS.    By  William  God- 

WIN.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  2s. 

GOLDEN  TREASURY    OF    THOUGHT,   THE  :    An  Encyclopaedia  of 

Quotations.    Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  gilt,  78.  6d. 

GOODMAN.— THE  FATE  0F~HERBERT~WAYNE.    By  E.  J.  Good- 

man,  Author  of  "Too  Curious."     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  '3m.  ttd. 

m)WING:^FrvrTHOUSAND  MILES^N  A  SLEDGE  :  A  Midwinter 

Journey  Across  Siberia.    By  Lionel  F.  Gowing.    With  30  Illustrations  by  C.  J. 
Uren,  and  a  Map  by  ¥..  Weller.     Larce  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 

GRAFAm7=^THE    PROFESSOR'S^WIFE  :   A  Story      By  Leonard 

Graham.     Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is*. 

GREEKT~AND  ~R0MANS, "THE    LIFE    OF^  THE7~d^^^nbid~fFom 

Antique  Monuments.     By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Koner,    Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Hoeffer. 
With  545   Illustrations.    Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7».  tt<l. 

GREENW00D"7JiOrESirW0RKS"BY~Cr.  Svo.  doth  ex^.ir8.  «d.  each. 
THE  WILDS  OF  LONDON. \_        LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 

GREVILLE  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY:  ~~ 

NIKANOR.     Translated  by  Eliza   E.  Chase.      With  8  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  lit*. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
A  NOBLE  WOMAN.    Crown  Svo.  cloih  extra,  ,5s.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tm. 

GRIFFITH.— CORINtm/TMARAZION :    A  Novel.     By  Cecil  Gmf- 

FiTH,  Author  Gf  "  Victory  Deane,"  SiC.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d. 


CHATTO    8c   WINDUS,   214,    PICCADILLY.  n 

UABBERTON  (JOHN,  Author  of  •  Helen's  Babies").  NOVELS  BY. 
**■  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  '^s.  each;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

BRUETON'S  BAYOU. I    COUNTRY  LUCK. 

HAIR,  THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.  Trans- 
lated from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  Pincus.     Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6«l. 

HAKE  (DR.  THOMAS  GORDON),  POEMS  BY.   Cr.  8vo,  ci.  ex.,  c.  each. 

NEW  SYMBOLS.       |    LEGENDS  OF  THE  MORROY/.  |      THE  SERPENT  PLAY. 
MAIDEN  ECSTASY.    Small  4  to.  cloth  extra.  Ss. 

HALL.-SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER.     By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall. 

With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey,  and 
George  Cruikshank.     Medium  Bro,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  6«1. 

HALLIDAY  (ANDR.).-EVERY-DAY  PAPERS.    Post  8vo,  bds.,  2s. 
HANDWRITING,  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.    With  over  100  Facsimiles 

and  Explanatory  Text.  By  Don  Felix  de  Salamanca.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  '2>*.  #Mi. 

HANKY-PANKY  :  Easy  Tricks,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand,  &c. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremkr.    With  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.  clnth  extra,  4.m.  titl, 

HARDY  (LADY  DUFFUS).  -  PAUL  WYNTER'S  SACRIFICE.     2s: 
HARDY   (THOMAS). -UNDER    THE    GREENWOOD^  TREE.       By 

Thomas  Hardy,  Author  cl  "  Far  from  the  Madding  Crowd."     With  Portrait  and  15 
Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*«.  fi<3. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  '2n, 

HARPER.— THE^mGlTmNlROAD  :  Old  Times  and  New  on  a  Classic 
Highway.  By  Charles  G.  Harper.  With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece  and  90  Illus- 
trations.    Demy  Bvo,  cloth  extra.  ICs. 

Bar  WOOD. —THE  TENTH  EARL.    By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.    Post 

Bvo.  illustrated  boards,  gs. 

HAWEIS    (MRS.    H.    R.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo.  cloth  extra,  ««.  each. 
THE   ART  OF  BEAUTY.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations. 
THE   ART  OP  DECORATION.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  IllustratioDi, 
CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN.    With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts. 
THE  ART  OF  DRESS.    With  32  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  1«. ;  cloth,  1».  tid. 
CHAUCER  FOR   SCHOOLS.    Demy  Svo  cloth  limp.  2s.  <mI. 

HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R.,M.A.). -AMERICAN  HUMORISTS  :  Washington 

Irving,    Oliver  Wendell,    Holmes,  James  Russell    Lowell,  Artemus   Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ttis. 

HAWLEirSMrm'7=WIT"HTOTl[70V 

Hawley  Smart.    Crown  Svo.  cloj^extra,  .'}'■«.  6d. ;  post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards.  *^m. 

HAWTHORNE.  —  0UR"1)LD~H0ME.      By  Nathaniel   Hawthorne. 

Annotated  with  Passaj^es   from   the   Author's   Note-book,    and   Illustrated   with  31 
Photogravnrfls.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo   buckram,  gilt  top,  15h. 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIANJ,"N0VELS~BY. 

Crown  Svo  cloth  extra,  '.i-*.  <5<l.  each;  post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  ^m.  each. 
GARTH.  I   ELLICE  QUENTIN.     |    BEATRIX  RANDOLPH.  |        DUST. 

SEBASTIAN   8TR0ME.  DAVID    POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE'S  FOOL.  [  THE   SPECTRE  OF  THE  CAMERA. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ijs.  e.-ich. 

MISS  CADOGNA.  |      LOYE-OR  A  NAME. 

MRS.  GAINSBOROUGH'S  DIAMONDS-    Fcap.  8vo.  ill us£ated  cover,  1«. 

HEATHT^^MY  GARDEN  WILD,   AND   WHAT   I   GREW   THERE. 

By  Fkancis  (iror(~.k   Heath.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  C'tra.  gilt  edges,  iim. 

HELPS~(SiR  ARTHU R)T~WORKS~B Y.    Post  svo.  noth  limp,  a«. «d. each. 

ANIMALS  AND  THEIR  MASTERS.    |      SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 

IVAN  DE  BIRON;   A  Novel. Cr.  Svo.  cl.  extra,  lit*,  tfd. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  a». 

HWDERMnT^AGATHA  page  :  A  Novel.     By  Isaac  Henderson! 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Itm.  4>d. 

H^NTYT^roJirBT"THEJUGGLER.     By  G.  A.  Henty.     three  Vols. 
HERMAN.-A'LEADING    lady.      By  Henry  Herman,  joint-Author 
oi  "  The  Bishops'  Bible,'*    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  V«. }  cloth  extra,  'Jm.  6d. 
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HERRICK'S   (ROBERT)    HESPERIDES,  NOBLE   NUiilBERS,  AND 

COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.     With  Memorial-Introductio-^  and  Notes  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  P.P. :  Steel  Portrait,  &c.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  l^g. 

HERTZKA.— FREELAND  :  A  Social  Anticipation.      By  Dr.  Theodor 

Hertzka.     Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  G». 

HlSSE-WARTEGG.— TUNIS  :  The  Land  and  the  People.    By  Chevalier 

Ernst  von  Hesse-Wartegg.     With  22  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  <id, 
HILL.— TREASON-FELONY  :  A  Novel.  By  John  Hill.  Two  Vols. 
HINDLEY  (CHARLES),   WORKS  BY. 

TAYERN  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINGS:  Including  Reminiscences  connected  with 
Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  ike.    With  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  «<l. 

THE  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  A  CHEAP  JACK.    Cr.  Svo.  cloth  ex.,  38.  6«1. 
HOEY.— THE  LOVER'S  CREED.  By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.  Post  Svo,  2s. 

HQLLINGSHEAD  (J0HN):^NTAGARA  SPRAY.    Crown  Svo,  Is. 

HOLMES.-THE  SCIENCE  OF  VOICE  PRODUCTION  AND  VOICE 

PRESERVATION.     By  Gordon  Holmes,  M.P.     Crown  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  Od. 

HOLMES  (OLIVER  WENDELL),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  AUTOCRAT    OF    THE    BREAKFAST-TABLE.      Illustrated    by  J.    Gordon 
Thomson.   Post  Svo,  cloth  limp^  3s.  «d.— Another  Edition,  in  smaller  type,  with 
an  Introduction  by  G.  A.  Sala.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE  and  THE  PROFESSOR  AT  THE 

BREAKFAST-TABLE.     In  One  Vol.     Post  Svo,  half-bound,  2». 

HOTlD^S  (TlTOMA^yCHOlCE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Life 
of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  <id. 
HOOD'S  WHIMS  AND  ODDITIES.    With  85  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  printed  on 
1  a i d  paper  and  half-bound,  '■>.>*. 

HOOD"(TOM). -FROM  NOWHERE  TO  THE  NORTH  POLE:  A 

Noah's  Arkaeological  Narrative.  By  Tom  Hood.  With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brunton 
and  E.  C.  Barnes.     Square  Svo.  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  G». 

HOOiCSTrHEODORE)  CHOICE  HUMOROUS  WORKS;  including  his 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.     With  Life   of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7w.  tfd. 

HOOPER.— THE    HOUSE~OF    RABY  :   A  Novel.     By  Mrs.  George 

Hooper.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  iJs^ 

HOPKINS.—"  'TWIXYTOVEAND  DUTY:'*  A  Novel.     By  Tighe 

Hopkins.    Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  tjs. 

HORNE.  —  ORfON  :    An   Epic   Poem.      By  Richard  Hengist  Horne. 
With  Photographic  Portrait  by  Summers.    Tenth  Edition.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Ts. 

HORSMTHE)  A¥D1STS^IDER  :  An  Anecdotic  Medley.   By  ••  Thor- 

MANBY."    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  6s. 

HUNGER  FORD    (MRS.),  Author   of    "Molly   Bawn,'  NOVELS    BY. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
A  MAIDEN  ALL  FORLORN.   I   IN  DURANCE  VILE.   |  A  MENTAL  STRUGGLE. 

MARVEL.  1 A  MODERN  CIRCE. 

LADY  VERNER'S  FLIGHT.    Two  Vols. ,  crown  Svo. 

HUNT.— ESSAYS  BY  LEIGH  HUNT  :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner, 

&c      Edited  by  Edmund  Ollif.r.     Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd.,  3g. 

HUNT  (MRS.  ALFRED),  NOVELS'BY. 

I  Crown  Svo  cloth  extra,  3s.  Htl.  each;  post  Svo. illustrated  boards.  3».  each. 

^        THE  LEADEN  CASKET.     |    SELF-CONDEMNED.       |    THAT  OTHER  PERSON. 

THORNICROFT'S  MODEL.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tJs. 

MRS.  JULIET.    Three  Vols. ,  crown  Svo. 

mJTCHlSON.— HINTS  ON  COLT-BREAKING.  By  W.  M.  Hutchison. 

With  25  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

HYDROPHOBIA  :  An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System;  Technique  of 

his  Method,  and  Statistics.  By  Renaud  Suzor,  M.B.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6g. 
IDLER  (THE)  :  A  Monthly  Magazine.  Edited  by  Jerome  K.  Jerome 
*     end  Robert  E.  Barr.     Profusely  Illustrated.     Sixpence  Monthly.— Vols.  I.  and 

II.  DOW  readyi  cloth  extra,  5s.  each ;  Cases  for  Binding,  Is.  Od. 
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INGELOW  (JEAN).— FATED  TO  BE  FREE.  Post  svo.  illustrated  bds..  gg. 
INDOOR  PAUPERS.  By  One  of  Thf.m.  Crown  Svo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
INNKEEPERS  HANDBOOK  (THE)  AND  LICENSED  VICTUALLER  S 

MANUAL.     By  J.  Trevor-Davies.     Crown  Svo,  Is.;  cloth,  1«.  <>d. 

IRISH  WIT  AND  HUMOUR,   SONGS  OF.     Collected  and  Edited  by 

A.  Perceval  Graves.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  gs.  6d. 

JAMES. -A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  QUEEN'S  HOUNDS.     By  Charles 

James.     Post  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  la.  6(1. 

JANraR-PRACTTCALK^^ 

A.  Janvier.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

JAY  (HARRIETT),   NOVELS  BY.      Po.t  Svo.  illnstraVed  boards.  38.  each. 
THE  DARK  COLLEEN. |    THE  QUEEN  OF  CONNAUGHT. 

JEFFERIES  (RICHARD),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
NATURE  NEAR  LONDON.  |   THE  LIFE  OF  THE   FIELDS.  |   THE  OPEN  AIR. 

'^if*  Also  the  Hand-made  Paper  Edition,  crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    By  Walter  Besant.     Second  Edi- 
tion.     With  a  Photograph  Portraiti     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

JENNINGS  (H.  J.),  WORKS~BY. 

CURIOSITIES  OF  CRITICISM.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 

LORD  TENNYSON  ;  A  Biographical  Sketch.      With  a  Photograph.     Cr.  Svo.  cl..  Urn, 

JEROME.— STAGELAND.  By  Jerome  K.  Jerome.  With  64  Illustra- 
tions  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.     Square  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  2s. 

JERROLD.— THE  BARBER'S  CHATr ;  &  THE  HEDGEHOGLETTERS; 

By  Douglas  Jerrold.    Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  halt-bound,  2s. 

JERROLD  (TOM),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo.  is.  eachrdoth  limp,  is.  «d.  each. 
THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE   RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE;  A  Gossip  about  Flowers.     Illustrated. 
OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN;  The  Plants,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.  Cr.  8vo,cl.,lg.6d. 

JESSE.-SCENES  AND  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE.    By 

Edward  Jesse.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

JONESTwTLLLAM,  F.S.A.")rWORKS  BY.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  extra.  7s.  6d.  each. 
FINGER-RING  LORE:    Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.       With  nearly  300 

Illnstrations.       Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 

Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals, 

Birds,  Egijs,  Luck,  &c.     With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 
CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS;   A  History  of  Regalia.     With  100  Illustrations. 

JONSON'S  (BEN)  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Expli:natory. 
and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cunning- 
ham.   Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 


JOSEPHUS,  THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  OF.    Translated  by  VVhiston. 

Containing  "The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews"  and  "The  Wars  01  the  Jews."     With  53 
Illustrations  and  Maps. Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  half-bound,  12s.  6«l. 

trEMPTT^PENCTLAND  PALETTETCh^ters  on  Art  and  Artists.    By 

KoBKRT  Kempt.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2«.  6<J. 

KERSHXwr=^COLONTAir"FACTS~AND~TiCTfONS :     Humorous 

Sketches.     By  Mark  Kershaw.    Post  Hvo.  illustrated  boards,  2«i. ;  cloth,  2'*.  6d. 

KEYSER.  — CUT  BY  THE    MESS:   A  Novel.     By  Arthur  Keysek. 

Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  1h.  ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  6<l. 

KING7RTASHE)7  NOVELS  BY.     Cr.  Sv^l~:i«.  6.1.  ea. ;  post  Svo.  bds.,  2«.  ea. 

A  DRAWN  GAME.  I^THE   WEARING  OF  THE  GREEN." 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2m.  each. 
PASSION'S  SLAVE.  I BELL  BARRY. 

KNIGHTS  (THE)  OF  THE  LION  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 
Edited,  with  ao  lotrodactioa,  by  the  Makqubss  of  Lorme.  K.T.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  tfa. 
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KNIGHT.  — THE   PATIENT'S  VADE   MECUM  :    How  to  Get  Most 

Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.     By    William    Knight,    M.R.C.S.,    and    Edward 

Knight,  L.R.C.P.    Crown  8vo,  ls»;  cloth  limp,  Is.  iitl. 

OMB'S    (CHARLES)    COMPLETE    WORKS,    in    Prose    and  Verse, 

•^  including  "  Poetry  tor  Children  "  and  "  Priuce  Dorus."    Edited,  with  Notes  and 

Introduction,  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.     With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  a  page 

of  the  "Essay  on  Roast  Pig.''    Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  7s.  6*1. 

THE  ESSAYS  OP  ELIA,    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  38. 

LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  kia 

Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is.  6<l. 
THE  DRAMATIC  ESSAYS   OF  CHARLES   LAMB.    With  Introduction  and  Notes 
bv  Brander  Matthews,  and  Steel-plnte  PoitTait.     Fcap.  8vo,  hf.-bd.,  jjw.  6<l. 

LAWUUR.-CITATION  AND  EXAMINATION  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKS- 

PEARE,  &c.,  before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer-stealing,  igth  September,  1582. 
To  which  is  added,  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER  EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the 
Earl  oi  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1595.  By  Walter  Savage  Landor, 
Fcap.  8vo.  half-Roxburghc,  'Hh.  6d. 

LANE.— THE   THOUSAND  AND  ONE  NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in 

England  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAINMENTS.  Translated  from  the 
Arabic,  with  Notes,  by  Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
Engravings  from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  With  a 
Preface  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole.  Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d.eacb. 

LARWOOD  (JACOB),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.    With  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  »».  6d. 
ANECDOTES  OF  THE  CLERGY:  The  Antiquities,  Humours,  and  Eccentricities  of 
the  Cloth.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Jis.  <ij«l.  each. 
FORENSIC  ANECDOTES. ^j THEATRICAL  ANECDOTES. 

LEIGH  (HENRY  S.),  WORKS  BY. 

CAROLS  OP  COCKAYNE.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  5s. 
JEUX  D'ESPRIT.     Edited  bv  Henry  S.  Leigh.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  88.  6d.    

LEYS  (JOHN).— THE  LINDSAYS  :  A  Romance.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

LIFE  IN  LONDON;  or,  The  History  of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Cor- 
inthian Tom.  With  Cruikshank's  Coloured  Il^astrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7n,  fid. [New  Edition  preparing. 

LINTON    (E.    LYNN),    WORKS    BY.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Ss.  6d.  each. 

WITCH  STORIES.  |        OURSELVES:  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s,  0»1.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Us,  each. 
SOWING  THE  WIND.  |    UNDER  WHICH  LORD? 

PATRICIA  KEMBALL.  |    «'MY   LOYE!"  |         lONE. 

ATONEMENT  OF  LEAM  DUNDAS.     I    PASTON  CAREW,  Millionaire  &  MlMf. 

THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST^ j 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  '-Js.  each, 
THE  REBEL  OP  THE  FAMILY.         |         WITH  A  SILKEN  THREAD. 
FREESHOOTING :  Extracts  from  the  Works  of  Mrs.  Lynn  Linton.  Post  8vo,  cloth, 
'2h.  6d. 


LONGFELLOW'S  POETICAL  WORKS.    With  numerous  Illustrations 

on  Steel  and  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Va,  6d.         

LUCY.— GIDEON  FLEYCE  :  A  Novel.     By  Henry  W.  Lucy.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  Cd.;  post  8vo,  illusti-ated  boards,  8b. 

LUSIAD  (THE)  OF  CAMdlNS.     Translated  into  English  Spenserian 

Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff.    With  14  Plates.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  IHm, 

MACALPINE  (AVERY),  NOVELS  BY. 

TERESA  ITASCA.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Is. 

BROKEN  WINGS.    With  6  Illusts.  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6« 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  NOVELS  BY. 

MR.  STRANGER'S  SEALED  PACKET.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5m. ;  post  8vo,  lllui- 

trated  boards,  2s. 
Er.NOR  WHITLOCK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6«. 

fiACDONELL.- QUAKER  COUSINS  :  A  Novel.   By  Agnes  Macdonell 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  'dm.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boardi,  3s. 
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McCarthy  (justin,  m.p.),  works  by. 

A  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the 
General  Election  of  i860.  Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  B '-is.  eacb.— Also 
a  Popular  Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <»s.  each.— Am',  h 
Jubilee  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of  1886,  in  Two  Vol,,, 
large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7m,  (mI.  each. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES.  One  Vol.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  «^. 
— Also  a  Cheap  Popular  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  tit*.  <i«l. 

A  HISTORY  OF  THE  FOUR  GEORGES.  Four  Vo's.  demy  Svo,  cloth  cxtr;i, 
Ijia.  each.  [Yo]s.  I.  Si  II.  ready . 

Cr.  Hvo,  cl.  extra.  3s.  (id.  each;   post  Svo,  illust,  bds..  iJw.  each  ;  cl.  limp,  tis. OtI.each. 


THE  WATERDALS   NEIGHBOURS. 
MY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER. 
A  FAIR  SAXON. 
LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 
DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN. 


MISS  MISANTHROPE. 
DONNA  QUIXOTE. 
THH  COMET  OF  A  SEASON. 
BiAID   OF   ATHENS. 
CAMIOLA:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 


THE  DICTATOR.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo. ^Shortly 

"THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."    By  Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,and  Mrs.CAMPBELL- 

Praed.    F^ourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  IS?*. 

MeCARTHY  (JUSTIN  H.),   WORKS  BY. 

THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.    Four  Vols.,  Svo,  lt>s(.  each.     [Vols.  I.  &  II.  readv. 

AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.    Crown  Svo,  Is.;  cloth,  1«.  «Mi. 

IRELAND  SINCE  THE  UNION  ;  Irish  History.  1798-1886.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  «*. 

KAFIZ  IN   LONDON:  Poems.      Small  Svo,  Kold  cloth,  ;5'«.  ««l. 

HARLEQUINADE:  Poems.     Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  Ss. 

OUR  SENSATION  NOYEL.~Crown  SvoTpicture^over,  1«. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6*1. 

DOOM !  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

DOLLY:  A  Sketch.  Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is*.;  cloth  limp,  tm.  6d. 

LILY  LASS:  A  Romance.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  1«.  G(l. 

THE  THOUSAND  AND  ONE  DAYS:  Persian  Tales.  Edited  by  Justin  H. 
McCarthy.  With  2  Photogravures  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.  Two  Vols.,  crowu 
Svo,  half-bound,  l'-£i», 

MACDONALD  (GEORGE,  LL.D.).  WORKS  BY. 

WORKS  OF  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols.,  cl.  extra,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth 

case,  tils.     Or  the  Vols,  may  be  had  separately,  in  grolier  cl.,  at  tin.  ttd.  each. 

Vol.    I.  Within  and  Without. — The  Hidden  Life. 

,,      U.  The  Disciple.— The  Gospel  Women.— Book  of  Sonnets.— Organ  Song;;. 

„    III.  Violin  Songs.— Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights.— A  Book  of  Dreams.— 

Roadside  Poems.— Poems  for  Children. 
„     IV.  Parables. — Ballads. — Scotch  Songs. 

„  V.  &  VI.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie  Romance.  I     Vol.  VII.  The  Portent. 

„VIII.  The  Light  Princess.— The  Giant's  Heart.— Shadows. 
„     IX.  Cross  Purposes. — The  Golden  Key. — The  Carasoyn. — Littlk  Daylight 
„       X.  The  Cruel  Painter.— The  Wow  o"  Rivven.— The  Castle.— The  Broken 

Swords.— The  Gray  Wolf.— Uncle  Cornelius. 
POETICAL  Y/CRKS  OF  GEORGE  MACDONALD.    Collected  and  arranged  by  iho 

Author.     2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  buckram,  Itim. 
A  THREEFOLD  CORD.      Edited  by  Gf.orge  MacDonald.    Post  Svo,  cloth,  5m. 
HEATHER  AND  SNOW;  A  Novel.    2  vols.,  crown  8vo. 

MACGREGOR.  -  PASTIMES    AND    PLAYERS  :    Notes  on  Popular 

Games.     By   Robert  Macgrkgor.     Post  8vn.  cloth  limp,  ^w.  6«i. 

MACKAY:^INTERLUDES^ND"UNDERT()bfES  ;  or,  Music  at  Twilight. 

Hy  Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.     Crown  8vn,  cloth  extra,  <ts.  

MACLISE~PORTRAlT'GALLERY'(THErOF~ILLUSTRlOUS  LITER- 
ARY CHARACTERS:  83  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Bio-rapliic.il,  CmUch., 
liiblio^ruphical,  and  Ant 'dotal — illusiiative  of  the  Literature  ol  tlit'  toriuci  halt  oi 
the  Present  Century,  by  William   Hatks,  B.A.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7t*,  (id. 

MACQU0ID~(MRS7)~W0RKS"BY.      Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  OdT^^h.  ~ 
IN  THE   ARDENNES.    With  so  illustrations  bv  Thomas  R.   Macquoio. 
PICTURES     AND     LEGENDS     FROM     NORMANDY    AND     BRITTANY.      With 

^4  IlliistratioiiR  bv  Thomas  K.  Matouoid. 
THROUGH  NORMANDY.    With  92  Illustrations  byT.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
THROUGH   BRITTANY.    With  3s  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Mai;. 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.     With  67  illustrations  by  T.  R.  MacquoiD. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  *J"«.  each, 
THE  EVIL  EYE,  and  other  Stoiies.    |         LOST  ROSE. 


i6  BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 

MAGIC  LANTERN,  THE,  and  its  Management :  including  full  Practical 
Directions.     By  T.  C.  Hkpworth.     io  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.  Is.;  cloth.  1».  6d. 

MAGICIAN'S  OWN  BOOK,  THE  :  Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  trom  actual  Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  48.  6d. 

MAGNA  CHARTA:  An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  58. 

MALLOCK  (W7  H.)7^W0RKS  BY. 

THE  NEW  REPUBLIC.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  3».;  cloth  limp,  3s.  Cd. 

THE  NEW  PAUL  &  VIRGINIA:  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  28.  6d 

POEMS.    Small  4to,  parchment,  Ss. 

IS  LIFE  WORTH  LIVING?    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  NINETEENTH  CENTURY.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth,  6s. 

MALLORY'S    (SIR    THOMAS)   MORT    D' ARTHUR  :  The  Stories  of 

King  Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)     Edited  by  B. 
MoNTGOMERiE  RANKING.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

MARK    TWAIN,    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  r*.  6d.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OF  MARK  TWAIN.     Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 

by  the  Author.    With  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
ROUGHING  IT,  and  INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  200  Illusts.  by  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  LIBRARY  OF  HUMOUR.    With  197  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7s.  tid.  each;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  38.  each. 
THE  INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or,  New  Pilgrim's  Progress.    With  234  Illustrations. 

(The  Two-Shilling  Edition  is  entitled  MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 
THE   GILDED   AGE.    By  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.     With  212  Illustrations. 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  TOM  SAWYER.    With  iii  Illustrations. 
A  TRAMP  ABROAD.    With  314  Illustrations. 
THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAUPER.    With  190  Illustrations. 
LIFE  ON  THE  MISSISSIPPI.    With  300  Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.    With  174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  Kemble. 
A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR.    With  220  Illusts.  by  Beard. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  SKETCHES.     Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  38- 
THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT,  &c.    Cr.  8vo.  cl.,  Os. ;  postSvo,  illust.  bds.,3». 

Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d.  each. 
THE  AMERICAN  CLAIMANT.      With  81  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst,  &c. 
THE  £1,000,000  BANK-NOTE,  and  other  New  Stories. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Including  his  Translations.    Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

MARRYAT    (FL0RENCE)7irdVELS    BY.      Post  Svo,  lllust.  boards,  39.each. 
A  HARVEST  OF  WILD  OATS.              I         FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 
OPEN!   SESAME! |         WRITTEN  IN  FIRE. 

MASSINGER'S   PLAYS.     From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.    Edited 
by  Col  Cunningham.    Crown  Bvo.  cloth  extra.  6s. 

MASTERMAN.-HALF-A-DOZEN    DAUGHTERS :   A  Novel.      By  J. 

Masterman.    Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

MATTHEWS.— A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEA,  &c.  ByBRANDER  MatthewsT 

Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 


MAYHEW.-LONDON  CHARACTERS  AND  THE  HUMOROUS  SIDE 

OF  LONDON  LIFE.    By  Henry  Mavhew.    With  Illusts.   Crown  Svo, cloth.  .Iw.  6d. 

MENKEN.— INFELICIA  :     Poems  by  Adah   Isaacs   Menken.       With 
Illustrations  by  F.  E.  Lummis  and  F.  O.  C.  Parley.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

MERRICK.— THE  MAN  WHO  WAS  GOOD.     By  Leonard  Merr^k, 

Author  of  "Violet  Moses,"  &c.     Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 
MEXICAN  MUSTANG  (ON  A),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.     By 
A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Ariiioy  Knox.    With  265  Illusts.    Cr.  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7».  6d. 

MIDDLEM ASS  (JEAN),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  Bvo.illust.  boards,  3*.  each. 
TOUCH  AND  GO.  |    MR.  DORILLION. 


MILLER.-PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNG;  or,  The  House  of  Life : 

Human  Physiology,  with  its  application  to  the  Preservation  of  Health.     By  Mrs. 
F.  Fen  WICK  Miller.    With  numerous  Illustrations.   Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3s,  6d. 
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MILTON  (J.   L.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo,  is.  each;  cloth,  is.  Od.  each. 
THE   HYGIENE  OF  THE   SKIN.     With  Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps.  Baths,  &c. 
THE  BATH   IN   DISEASES  OP   THE   SKIN. 

THE  LAWS  OF  LIFE,  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  DISEASES  OP  THE  SKIN. 
THE  SUCCESSFUL  TREATMENT  OP  LEPROSY.    Demy  8vo,  Is. 

MINTO(WM.)-WAS  SHE  GOOD  OR  BAD?  Cr.Svo.ls. ;  cloth,  Is.GdU 
MITFORD.-THE    GUN-RUNNER:    A  Romance  of    Zululand.      By 

Bertram  Mitford.    With  Frontispiece  by  S.  L.  Wood.    Cr.  8vo,  3s.  Od.  [Shortly. 

MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY.  ~  ' 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3». 

THAT  GIRL  IN  BLACK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  Iw.  tid. __^_____— _ 

MOORE  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  EelCUREAN;   and  ALCIPHRON.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  3s. 

PROSE  AND  YERSE,  Humorous,  Satirical,  and  Sentimental,  by  Thomas  Moore; 

with  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  Memoirs  of  Lord  Byron.      Edited  by  R. 

Herne  Shkpherd.    With  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  fid. 

MUDDOCK  (J.  E.),   STORIES  BY.  i 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.   Post  Svo.illust.  boards,  2s.;  cloth,  3«.6d. 
THE   DEAD  MAN'S  SECRET;    or,  The   Valley    of  Gold.     With  Frontispiece  by 

F.  Barnard.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  5s. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tin, 
FROM  THE  BOSOM  OF  THE  DEEP.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
MAID  MARIAN  AND  ROBIN  HOOD:  A  Romance  of  Old  Sherwood  Forest.    With 

12  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5a. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE),  NOVELS  BY: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  Od,  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 


A  LIFE'S  ATONEMENT. 
JOSEPH'S  COAT. 
COALS  OF  FIRE. 
YAL  STRANGE. 


HEARTS. 

WAY  OF  THE  WORLD 

A  MODEL  FATHER. 

OLD  BLAZER'S  HERO. 
BOB  MARTIN'S  LITTLE  GIRL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  Od 
TIMES  REVENGES.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 


BY  THE  GATE  OF  THE  SEA. 
A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATURE. 
FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR. 
CYNIC  FORTUNE. 


MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  &  HENRY  HERMAN,  WORKS  BY. 

ONE  TRAVELLER  RETURNS.     Cr.  8vo.  cl.  extra,  Os. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  28. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
PAUL  JONES'S   ALIAS.     Wi th  13  Illustrations.      |      THE  BISHOPS'  BIBLE. 

MURRAY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY. 

A  GAME  OF  BLUFF.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28. ;  cloth,  2*.  6d. 
A  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  Od. 


IJEWBOLT.— TAKEN  FROM   THE  ENEMY.    By  Henry  Newbolt. 

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  Od. 

NTSBETlHUME),  BOOKSlBY. 

"BAIL   UP!"    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.Od.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2». 
DR.  BERNARD  ST.  YINCENT.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
LESSONS  IN  ART.     With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  28.  Od. 
WHERE  ART  BEGINS.   With  27  Illusts.   Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.Od. 

NOVELISTS.-HALF-HOURS    WITH    THETESTNOVELISTS^F 

THE  CENTURY.  Edit,  by  H.T.  Mackenzie  Bki.!..   Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  Od.  [Freparitt^. 

0'HANLON~(ALICE),   novels   by.      Post  8vo,  illustrated~boards.  2'^achV 
^  THE  UNFORESEEN. _  _  |    CHANCE?    OR  FATE? 

OHNET  (GEORGES),   NOVELS  BY. 

DOCTOR  RAMEAU.    9  Ilhists.  by  E.  Bayard.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  Os.;  post  8vo,  bds.,2», 
A   LAST   LOVE.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5«<. ;  post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
A   WEIRD  GIFT.    Crown  8vo.  cAoth,  '.U.  0«l. ;  post  8vo.  boards.  28. 

OLIPHANr"(MRS.),    NOVELS    BY.  ^PosT^oTiTii^irr^i^d  boards.  2s.  each. 
THE  PRIMROSE  PATH.  |  THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN  ENGLAND 

WHITELADIE8.    With   Illustrations    by    Arthur   Hopkins  and   Henry    Woods, 
A.R.A^    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3«.  Od.;  post  8vo^illustrated  boards,  2s. 

O'REILLY  (HARRrNGTON).-FIFTY  YEARS^ON  THE  TRAlL":~Ad: 

ventures  of  John_Y^  Nelson,    ino  Illnsts.  by  P.  Fkknzeny.     Crown  8vo,  3s.  Od. 

O'REILLY  (MRS. ).-PH(EBE'S  FORTUNES.    FosTSvo,  illuit:bd^.2s". 


i8 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


OUIDA,  NOVELS  BY. 

HELD  in  BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN. 

STEATHMORE. 

CHANDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE'S 

GAGE. 
IDALIA. 

UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 
PUCK. 


Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  Uust.  bds.,  2«.  each 


FOLLE-FARINE. 

A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 

PASCAREL. 

TWO  LITTLE  WOODEN 

SHOES. 
SIGNA. 

IN  A  WINTER  CITY. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 


MOTHS. 

PIPISTRELLO. 

A  VILLAGE  COMMUNE. 

IN   MAREMMA. 

BIMBI.  I      SYRLIN. 

WANDA. 

FRESCOES.   I    OTHMAR. 

PRINCESS  NAPRAXINE. 

GUILDEROY.  |  RUFFINO. 


BIMBI.    Presentation  Kditioii,  with  Nine  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 

Square  8vo.  cloth,  5s. 
SANTA  BARBARA,  &c.     Square  8vo,  cloth,  6h.  ;  crown  8vo,  cloth,  lis.  6d. 
WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F.  Sydney 

Morris.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  58.    Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  S». 

pageIhTa.),  works~by^ 

•^     THOREAU  :  His  Life  and  Aims.    With  Portrait.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28.  6<1. 

ANIMAL  ANECDOTES.    Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5». 

PARLIAMENTARY  ELECTIONS  AND  ELECTIONEERING,  A  HIS- 
TORY OF,  from  the  Stuarts  to  Queen  Vicioria.  By  Joseph  Gregg.  A  New  Edition, 
with  Q3  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6cl. 

PASCAL'S  PROVINCIAL  LETTERS.  A  New  Translation,  with  His- 
torical Introduction  and   Notes  by  T.  M'Crie.  P.P.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp.  g». 

PAUL.— GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.  By  Margaret  A.  Paul.  With  Frontis- 
piece by  Helen  Faterson.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  tin.  ttd. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  tt<*, 

PAYN  (JAMES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3"*.  6d.  each: 
LOST  SIR  MASSINGBERD. 
WALTER'S  WORD. 
LESS    BLACK    THAN    WE'RE 

PAINTED. 
BY  PROXY. 
HIGH   SPIRITS. 
UNDER   ONE  ROOF. 
A  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 


post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2».  each, 
A  GRAPE   FROM  A  THORN. 
FROM   EXILE. 
THE  CANON'S  WARD. 
THE  TALK   OF  THE  TOWN, 
HOLIDAY   TASKS. 
GLOW-WORM   TALES. 
THE   MYSTERY  OF  MIRBRIDGB, 
THE   WORD  AND  THE  WILL. 


HUMOROUS  STORIES. 

THE  FOSTER  BROTHERS. 

THE  FAMILY  SCAPEGRACE, 

MARRIED  BENEATH  HIM. 

BENTiNCK'S  TUTOR. 

A  PERFECT  TREASURE. 

A  COUNTY  FAMILY. 

LIKE   FATHER,  LIKE   SON. 

A  WOMAN'S  VENGEANCE. 

CARLYOH'S  YEAR.  CECIL'S  TRYST. 

MURPHY'S  MASTER. 

AT  HER  MERCY. 

THE  CLYFFARDS  OF  CLYFFE. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boarris,  ^s.  each. 


FOUND  DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE'S  HARVEST. 

A   MARINE   RESIDENCE. 

MIRK  ABBEY. I  SOME  PRIVATE  VIEWS. 

NOT  WOOED,  BUT  WON. 

TWO  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REWARD. 

THE   BEST  OF  HUSBANDS. 

HALVES.      I      THE   BURNT  MILLION. 

FALLEN  FORTUNES. 

WHAT  HE  COST  HER. 

KIT:   A  MEMORY.  |  FOR  CASH  ONLY. 

A  PRINCE  OF  THE  BLOOD. 

SUNNY  STORIES. 


IN  PERIL  AND  PRIVATION:    Stories  of   Marine  Adventure.     With  17   Ulus 

trations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extrH.  Hh.  iid. 
NOTES  FROM  THE  "NEWS."    Crown  Svo,  portrait  cover.  Is.;  cloth. 


l8.  (id. 


PENNELL  (H.  CHOLMONDELEY),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo.ci.. 38. Cd. each. 

PUCK  ON   PEGASUS.     With  Illustrations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.     With  Ten  lull-page  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

THE   MUSES   OF   MAYFAIR.     Vers  de  Socie'te,  Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 

PHELPS  (E.  STUART),  WORKS  BY.    Post  Svo.  is.  each;  cloth.  l8.  Gd.each. 
BEYOND  THE  GATES.  By  the  Author    I    AN  OLD  MAID'S  PARADISE. 

of  "  The  Gates  Ajar."  |    BURGLARS  IN   PARADISE. 

JACK  THE  FISHERMAN.   Illustrated  by  C.  W.  Reed.    Cr.  Svo.  la. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d, 

PIRKIS  (C.  L.).  NOVELS  BY. 

TROOPING  WITH  CROWS.    Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover,  !«. 
LADY  LOVELACE.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ti*. 


CHATTO   Sc  WINDUS.  214,   PICCADILLY.  xg 

PLANCHE  (J.  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  PURSUIVANT  OP  ARMS.  With  Six  Plates,  and  209  Illusts.   Cr.  8vo.  cl.  r«.  6d. 
SONGS  AND  POEMS,  1819-1879.    Introduction  by  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  (iw. 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  MEN.    Translated  from  the 

Greek,  with  Notes  Critical  and   Historical,  and  a  Life    of  Plutarch,  by  John  nud 
William  Langhorme.     With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  halt-bound,  lO;*.  6«l. 

FOE'S  (EDGAR  ALLAN)  CHOICE  mTRKS,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    Intro- 
duction  by  Chas.  Baudelaire,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles.    Cr.  Bvo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  MARIE  ROGET,  &c.    Post  8vo.  i! Instrated  boards,  tis. 

POPE'S   POETICAL  WORKS.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  2s. 

PRAED  (MRS.  CAMPBELL),  NOVELS  BY.    Post  8vo.  iiiust.  bd...  Ss.  ea. 

THE  ROMANCE  OP  A  STATION.      |  THE  SOUL  OF  COUNTESS  ADRIAN. 
«  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."  By  Mrs.  Campbell  Praed  and  Justin  McCarthy 
M.P.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tts.        

PRICE  (E.  C),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  S*.  6<l.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  i8».  each. 
YALENTINA.                 |  THE  FOREIGNERS.         |  MRS.  LANCASTER'S  RIVAL. 
GERALD.    Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  as. 

PRINCESS   OLGA.— RADNA  ;  or.  The  Great  Conspiracy  of  1881.     By 
the  Princess  Olga.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

FLOWERS  OP  THE  SKY.  With  55  Illusts.  Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  6<l. 
EASY  STAR  LESSONS.  With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Night  in  the  Year.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
FAMILIAR  SCIENCE  STUDIES.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  68. 
SATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.  With  13  Steel  Plates.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  ex,,  10«.  6«U 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.  With  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6*. 
THE  UNIVERSE  OF  SUNS.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex..  6s. 
WAGES  AND  WANTS  OF  SCIENCE  WORKERS.    Crown  8vo,  Is.  6«1. 

PRYCE.-MISS   MAXWELL'S   A"FF£CTIONS.      By  Richard  Prvce. 

Frontispiece  by  Hal  Ludlow.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6ti.  ;   post  8vo,  illust.  boards., 'J«. 

PAMBO^SSONT^OTULAR  astronomy.    By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate 

of  the  Institute  of  France.    With  numerous  Illusts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6(1. 

RANDOLPH.— AUNT  ABIGAIL  DYKES:  A  Novel.    By  Lt. -Colonel 

George  Randolph,  U.S.A.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  ^s.  6d. 

READE  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  lim.  6(1.  each ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 
PEG  WOFFINGTON.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  2s.  6(1. 
CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.  Illustrated  by  William  Small.— Aho  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  leap.  8vo,  half-leather,  2s.  6(1, 
IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.    Illustrated  bv  G.  J.  Pi.nwell. 
COURSE  OF  TRUE  LOVE  NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.     Illust   Helen  Pateison 
THE   AUTOBIOGRAPHY   OF   A   THIEF,  &c.     Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 
LOVE  ME  LITTLE,  LOVE  ME  LONG.    Illustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
THE   DOUBLE   MARRIAGE.    Illusts.  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Kbbk«. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE   HEARTH.    Illustrated  by  Charles  Keene. 
HARD  CASH.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  William  Small. 
FOUL  PLAY.     Illustrated  by  Geokge  Du  Maurier. 
PUT   YOURSELF  IN   HIS  PLACE.    Illustrated  by  Robert  Barnes. 
A  TERRIBLE  TEMPTATION.    Illustrated  by  Edward  Hughes  and  A.  W.Coopeii 
A  SIMPLETON.    Illustrated  by  Kate  Craufurd. 

THE  WANDERING  HEIR.    Illust.  by  II.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  C.  Green.  &c 
A  WOMAN-HATER.     Illu<:trated  by  Thomas  Couldery. 
8INGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.     lllnstrated  by  P.  Macnab. 
GOOD  STORIES  OF  MEN  AND  OTHER  ANIMALS.    Illust.  by  E.  A.  Abbey,  4a 
THE  JILT,  and  other  Stories.     Illustrated  by  Josei-h  Nash. 
A  PERILOUS  SECRET.     Illustrated  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
READIANA.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Charli:s  Readk. 
BIBLE  CHARACTERS:  Studies  of  David.  Paul,  &c.    Fcap.  8vo,  leatherette.  Is. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.     With  an  Introduction  by  Walter  Besant. 

Elzevir  Edition.   4  vols.,  post  8vo,  each  withj^ront.,  cl.  ex.,  gilt  top,  14ii.  the  set. 
ftELEGTIONS  FROM  THE  WORKS  OF  CHARLES  BEADB,  Cr.  8to,  buckram.  «•. 
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RIDDELL  (MRS.  J.  H.),  NOVELS  BY.  " 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ttcl.  each:  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Us. each. 
THE  PRINCE  OP  WALES'S  GARDEN  PARTY.       |  WEIRD  STORIES. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  '■in.  each. 
THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE.               I         HER  MOTHER'S  DARLIHO. 
MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  GARDENS.              THE  NUN'S  CURSE. 
FAIRY  WATER. I  IDLE  TALES. 

RIMMER    (ALFRED),    WORKS    BY.      Square  8vo.clothgilt,r».6d.  each. 
OUR  OLD  COUNTRY  TOWNS.     With  s5  Illustrations. 
RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.    With  50  Illustrations. 
ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.     With  s8  Illusts.  byC.  A.  Vanderhoof,  &c. 

RIVES  (Am6lie).— BARBARA  DERING.     By  Amelie  Rives,  Author 

of  "  The  Quick  or  the  Dead  ?  "    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3».  Oil. 

ROBINSON  CRUSOE.  By  Daniel  Defoe.  (Majors  Edition.)  With 
37  Illustrations  by  George  Cruikshank.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  tis. 

ROBINSON  (F.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

WOMEN  ARE   STRANGE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  39. 

THj  HANDS  OF  JUSTICE.    Cr.  8vo.  cloth  ex..  3a.  6«l. ;  post  8vo.  illust.  bds.,  gg. 

ROBINSON    (PHIL),    WORKS    BY.      Crcwn  Svo.  cloth  extra.  6«.  each. 
THE  POETS'  BIRDS.                              |  THE   POETS'  BEASTS. 
THE  POETS  AND  NATURE;  REPTILES,  FISHES,  AND  INSECTS. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.    With 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

ROLL  OF  BATTLE  ABBEY,~THEr:  A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors 
who  came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  Country, 
A.n.  1066-7.    With  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold  si--i  Colours.     Handsomely  printed.  5s. 

ROWLEY    (HON.    HUGH),   WORKS~BY.      Post  8vo.  cloth,  3^.  6d.  each. 
PUNIANA:  RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 
MORE   PUNIANA.     Profusely  Illu&tra»e'1. 

RUNCIMAN  (JAMES),  ST0RIE¥^B  Y.     Post  Svo,  bds.,  3s.  ea. ;  cl.,  3«.  O.l.  ea. 
SKIPPERS  AND  SHELLBACKS.          I    GRACE  BALMAIGN'S  SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS  AND  SCHOLARS. | 

RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND  NOVELS  BY : 

Cr.  8vn.  cloth  extra,  G*.  each;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  3»i.  6d.  ea. 

ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIRE,  I    A  BOOK   FOR  THE  HAMMOCK. 

IN  THE   MIDDLE  WATCH.  MYSTERY  OF  THE  "OCEAN  STAR." 

A  VOYAGE  TO  THE  CAPE^ I    THE  ROMANCE  OF  JENNY  HARLOWE 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3».  fid.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3«.  ea.  ;  cloth  limp.  3».  6d.  ea. 

AN  OCEAN  TRAGEDY.  |    MY  SHIPMATE  LOUISE. 

ALONE  CN  A  WIDE  WIDE  SEA. 

ON  THE  FO'K'SLE   HEAD.    Post  8vo,  illust.  boards.  3s.;  cloth  limp.  3s.  «d. 

CAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

•^  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tJs.  6d.  each  ;    post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3*.  each. 

A  FELLOW  OF  TRINITY.    Note  by  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  Frontispiece. 

THE  JUNIOR  DEAN.  

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  1«.  6d.  each. 
THE  OLD  MAID'S  SWEETHEART.      |         MODEST  LITTLE  SABJL. 
THE  MASTER  OP  ST.  BENEDICT'S.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 


SALA  (G.  A.).-GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT.    Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
SANSON.-SEVEN  GENERATIONS  OF  EXECUTIONERS :  Memoin 

of  the  Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1847).     Cr  own  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  Od. 

SAUNDERS  (JOHN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  'in,  ttd.  each  ;  post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  3«.  each. 
GUY  WATERMAN.     |    THE  LION  IN  THE  PATH.  |     THE  TWO  DREAMERS, 
BOUND  TO  THE  WHEEL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 

SAUNDERS  (KATHARINE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  «d.  each:  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  3ei.  each. 
MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  I    HEART  SALVAGE. 

THE  HIGH  MILLS.  |    SEBASTIAN. 

JOAN  MERRYWEATHER.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3», 
GIDEON'S  ROCK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  «d. 


CHATTO   &   WINDUS,   214,    PICCADILLY.  21 

SCiENCE-GOSSIP.  Edited  by  Dr.  J.  E.  Taylor,  F.L.S.,  &c.  Devoted 
to  Geology,  Botany,  Physiology,  Chemistrv,  Zoology,  Microscopy,  Telescopy,  Physio- 
graphy, &c,  4«I.  Monthly.  Pts.  i  to  300,  Sd.  each  ;  Pts.  301  to  date,  4d.  each.  Vols, 
I.  to  XIX.,  Ts.  <m1.  each;  Vols.  XX.  to  date.  5m.  each.   Cases  for  Binding,  Is.  6d. 

SCOTLAND  YARD,  Past  and  Present  :  Experiences  of  37  Years.  By 
Ex-Chief-Inspector  Cavanagh.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Sis. ;  cloth,  gs.  Cd. 

SECRET  OUT,  THE :  One  Thousand  Trrcks~\vitirCards ;  with  Enter- 
taining  Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  "White  Magic."  By  W.  H.  Cremer. 
With  300  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  ti«l. 

SEGUIN  (L.   G.),   WORKS  BT: 

THE  COUNTRY  OP  THE  PASSION  PLAY  (OBERAMMERGAU)  and  the  Highlands 

of  Bavaria.     With  Map  and  37  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  its.  <»d. 
'frALKS   IN    ALGIERS.    With  2  Maps  and  ifi  Tlhists.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  exira.  «is. 

SENIOR  (WWf.).— BY  STREAM  AND  SEA.      Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN:  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKE- 

SPEARE.    With  Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  Moyr  Smith.     Cr.  4to.  fis. 

SHARP.— CHILDREN   OF  TO-MORROW:    A  NoveL      By  William 

Sharp,     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Cs. 

SHARP,  LUKE  (ROBERT~BARR),  STORIES  BY. 

IN  A  STEAMER  CHAIR.    With  2  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3«i.  6d. 
FROM  WHOSE  BOURNE,  &c.    With  47  Illustrations. IShortlv. 

SHELLEY. -THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  IN  VERSE  AND  PROSE  OF 

PERCY    BYSSHE    SHELLEY.     Edited,  Prefaced,  and    Annotated  by  R.    Herne 
Shepherd.     Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  iSs.  tid.  each. 
POETICAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols. : 
Vol.     I.  Introduction  by  the  Editor;  Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicliolson  ;  Shelley's  Corre- 
spondence with.Stockdale;  The  Wanderins  Jew;  Quepn  Mab,  with  the  Notes;    Alastor, 
and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  :  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 
Vol.    II.  Laon  and  Cythna  ;  The  Cenci ;  Julian  and  Maddalo  ;   Swelifoot  the  Tyrant;  The  Witch  of 

Atlas;  Epipsychidion:  Hellas. 
Vol.  III.  Posthumous  Poems ;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy  ;  and  other  Pieces. 
PROSE   WORKS,  in  Two  Vols.: 
Vol.     I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Irvyne ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refuta- 
tion of  Deism  ;  Lettersto  Lei:.^h  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 
VoL    II.  The  Essays;    Letters  from  Abroa'i  ;  Translations  and  Fragments,  Edited  by  Mrs.  SHULLEY. 
With  a  Biblio£;raphv  if  Sht-lley.  ai\A  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 


SHERARD  (R^H J.— ROGUES  :    A    Novel.      Crown  Svo,  \h.  ;  doth,  in.  «d. 

SHERIDAN  (GENERAL).  -  PERSONAL  MEMOIRS  OF   GENERAL 

p.  H.  SHERIDAN.  With  Portraits  and  Facsirrnlles^  Two  Vojs.,demy  8vo,  cloth,  ti4«. 

SHERIDAN'S  (RICHARD  BRINSLEY)  COMPLETE  WORKSr  With 

Life  and  Anecdotes.  Includiii<^  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 
Poetrv.  Translations,  Rnnnches  .tihI  |nkes.  10  Illusts.  Cr.Svo,  hf.-bound,  7«.  <>«l. 

THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL,  and  other  Plays.  Post  8vo,  printed 
on  laid  paper  nnd  halfboiin'i.  '^w. 

SHERIDAN'S  COMEDIES:  THE  RIVALS  and  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Bio;^raphical  Sketch,  by 
Brander  Matthews.    Witl;  lllii'-^tntions.     Demy  8vo.  lialf-ijarchment,  I'Jm.  <>tl. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL"  WORKSTindi^ 

ing  all  those  in  "Arcadia."     With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  the 
Rev.  A.B.  Grosart,   P.P.      Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  cloth  hoards.  ISw. 

SIGNBOARDS  :  Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hottkn. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  qx  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  ex^ra.  7 w.  0«l. 

sYmsIgeorge  r.),  avorks  by.  ~ 

Post  Hvo,  illustrated  boards,  *^h.  each:  cloth  limp,  ^w.  «d.  eaca 
ROGUES  AND  VAGABONDS.  I    MARY  JANE  MARRIED. 

THE   RING  0'   BELLS.  TALES  OF  TO  DAY. 

MARY  JANE'S  MEMOIRS.  I    DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.  With  60  Illustrations. 

TINKLETOP'S  CRIME.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Maurice  Grbiffenhagkn. 

ZEPH:  A  Circus  Story,  &c. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  l»i.  each  ;  cloth,  In.  Od.  each. 
HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 
THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND   READER:   bein^   Ke.adinps  and   Recitations  la 

Prose  and  Ver^e.  selfcted  from  liis  own  Works  bv  George  K.  Sims 
THE  CASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS.  |         DAGONET  DITTIES. 
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SISTER  DORA :  A  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdalb.     With  Four 

Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  picture  cover,  4<l.;  cloth,  6tl. 

SKETCHLEY.— A  MATCH  IN  THE  DARK.    By  Arthur  Sketchley. 

Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  ti». 

SLANG    DICTIONARY    (THE):   Etymological,   Historical,  and  Anec- 

dotal.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  its.  4id. 

SMITH  (J.  MOYR),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  ARGOLIS.    With  130  lUusts.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6i1. 
TALES  OF  OLD  THULE.    With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  silt,  69. 
THE   WOOING   OF  THE   WATER  VilTCH.    Illustrated.     Post  8vc,  cloth,  <>s. 

SOCIETY  IN  LONDON.  By  A  i<OREiGN  Resident.  Crown  8vo, 
Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  Od. 

SOCIETY  IN  PARIS  :  The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.  A  Series  of  Letters 
irom  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Youna;  French  Diplomat.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  61a. 

SOMERSET.  —  SONGS    OF    ADIEU.      By    Lord    Henry    Somerset. 

Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  <is. 

SPALDING.— ELIZABETHAN  DEMONOLOGY  :  An  Essay  on  the  Bel iel 

in  the  Existence  of  Devils.     ByT.  A.  Spalding.  LL.B.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  58. 

SPEIGHT  (T.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  beards.  2s.  each. 
THE  MYSTERIES  OF  HERON  DYKE.  I      HOODWINKED;     and    THE    8ANDY- 
BY  DEVIOUS  WAYS,  &c.  CROFT   MYSTERY.    [TRAGEDIT. 

THE  GOLDEN   HOOP.         |      BACK  TO  LIFE.  |  THE  LOUDWATER 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Is.  Hd.  each. 

A  BARREN  TITLE.  |         WIFE  OR  NO  WIFE? 

THE   SANDYCROFT   MYSTERY.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

SPENSER  FOR  CHILDREN.     By  M.  H.  Towry.     With  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan.     Crown  4to.  cloth  gilt,  (is. 

STARRY    HEAVENS    (THE):   a  Poetical  Birthday  Book.     Royal 

i6mo,  cloth  extra,  'iia,  6<1. 

STAUNTON.- THETAWS  AND  PRACTICE  OF  CHESS.     With  an 

Analysis  of  the  Openings.   By  Howard  Staunton.    Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

STEDMAN  (E.   C),  WORKS  BY. 

VICTORIAN  POETS.    Thirteenth  Edition.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  9». 

THE    POETS  OF   AMERICA. _ Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  9s. 

STERNDALE.  —  THE    AFGHAN    KNIFE  :    A  Novel.       By  Robert 

Armitage  Sterndalk.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra.  lis.  iU\,\  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

STEVENSON  (R.  LOUIS),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo,  cl.  limp.  as.  6d.  each! 
TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY.  Seventh  Edit.  With  a  Frontis.by  Walter  Crawe. 
AN  INLAND  VOYAGE.    Fourth  Edition.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Ckank. 

Crown  8vn,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS.    Sixth  Edition. 
THE  SILVERADO  SQUATTERS.    With  a  Frontispiece.     Third  Edition. 
THE  MERRY  MEN.    Third  Edition.       |    UNDERWOODS:  Poems.    Fifth  Edition. 
MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS.    Third  Edition. 

VIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE,  and  otner  Papers.    Seventh  Edition.     |    BALLADS. 
ACROSS  THE  PLAINS,  with  other  Memories  and  Essays. 

NEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.    Eleventh  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6».; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
THE   SUICIDE   CLUB;   and   THE    RAJAH'S   DIAMOND.    (From  New  Arabian 

Nights.)    With  Six  Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.    Crown  8vo,  clotti 

extra,  5s. 
PRINCE  OTTO.    Sixth  Edition.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2». 
FATHER  DAMIEN:    An  Open  Letter  to  the  Rev.  Dr.   Hyde.      Second   Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  hand-made  and  brown  paper.  Is. 

STODDARD.  -  SUMMER  CRUISlNG^N  THE  SOUTH  SEAS:     B^ 

C.  Wahren  Stoddard.     Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  38.  6tl. 

STORIESTRO^MnFOREIG^N^NOVELTSTS.  With  Notices  by  HETE^^d 
Alios  Ziumern,   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Js.  tid. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2a. 
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STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  (A)  FOUND  IN  A  COPPER  CYLINDER. 

With  19  Illustrations  by  Gilbert  Gaul.     Third  Edition.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5». 

STRANGE  SECRETS.  Told  by  Conan  Doyle,  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Flor- 
ence Marryat,  &c.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ez.,  Eight  Illusts.,  Gs.',  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  tis. 

STRUTT'S^SPORTS    AND     PASTIMES~OF"  THE~PEOPLE    OF 

ENGLAND;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games,  Mum- 
meries, Shows,  &c.,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  Edited  by 
William  Hone.     With  140  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6<l. 

SUBURBAN  HOMES  (THEyOF"LONDdN  :  A  Residential  Guide.     \Virh 

a  Map,  and  Notes  on  Rental,  Rates,  and  Accommodation.   Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Ts.  Od. 

SWIFT'S  (DEAN)  CHOrCE'WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Mi"r^i:^ 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  "  Gulliver's  Travels."  Cr.  8vo.  cl.,  7s.  6d. 

GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS,  and    A   TALE   OF   A   TUB.      Post  8vo,  half-bound,  tin. 

JONATHAN  SWIFT;  A  Study.  BvJ.  Chukton  Collins.  Cr.  8vo.  cloth. Hsi.  [Shortly. 

SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C),  WORKS  BY. 


SELECTIONS  FROM  POETICAL  WOEKS  OF  A.  C. 

SWINBURNE.     Fcap.  -^vo.  6s. 
ATALANTA  IN  CALYDON.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 
CHASTELARD  :  A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo,  73. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  FIRST  Series.  Crown 

Svo  or  fcap.  Svo,  93. 
POEMS     AND    BALLADS.       SECOND    SERIES. 

Crown  Svo  or  fcap.  Svo,  93. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.   THIRD  SERIES.  Crown 

SONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.    Crown  Svo.  10s.  6d. 
BOTHWELL  :    A  Trafredv.     Crown  8vo,  12s.  6d. 
SONGS   OF  TWO  NATIONS.     Crown  Svo.  6s. 
GEORGE    CHAPMAN.    (S(e  Vol.  II.  of  G.  CH.A.P- 
M.A.NS  Works.)     Crown  Svo,  Ss. 


E.=3SAYS  AND  STUDIES.    Crown  Svo,  128. 
EE.ECHTHEUS  :   A  Tra-^dy.     Crown  Svo,  6g. 
SONGS  OF  THE  SPRINGTIDES.     Crown  Svo,  6s 
STUDIES  III  SONG.     Crown  Svo,  Ta. 
MARY  STUART:    A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo.  8s. 
TRISTRAM  OP  LYONESSE.     Crown  Svo,  5s. 
A  CENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.     Small  4to,  Ss. 
A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.    Crown  Svo.  7g. 
MARINO  FALIERO  :    A  TraRcdy.     Crown  Svo,  6l 
A  STUDY  OF  VICTOR  HUGb.    Crown  Svo.  6g. 
M  SCELLANIE.5.     Crown  Svo,  12s. 
LOCRINE:    A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  Gs. 
A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JONSON,    Crown  Svo,  Ts. 
THE  SISTERS  :    A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 


SYMONDS.-WINE,  WOMEN,  AND  SONG  :  Mediaeval  Latin  students' 

Songs.  With  Essay  andTrans.  by  J.  Addington  Symonds.    Fcap.  Svo,  parchment,  Cs. 

SYNTAX'S  (DR.)   THREE   TOURST"lTsearch  of  the  Picturesqu^n 
Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Rowlandson's  Coloured  Illus- 
trations,  and  Lite  of  the  Author  by  J.  C.  Hotten.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7».  6d. 

TAINE'S   HISTORY   OF^ENGLISH   LITERATURE.     Translated  by 

Kenry  Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  small  demy  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  ^Os. — Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,lar<:;e  crown  Svo,  cloth  e\tra.  I.^.h. 

TAYLOR'S^(BXYARD)nDIVERSIdNS  OlTirE  ECHO  CLUB:  Bur- 

lesques  of  Modern  Writers.     Pos^vo,  cloth  limp,  '^h.      

TAYL0"RTDR:j7E:rF7L:s7)rW0RKS  BY.   cr. svo. d. ex., r*. Cd. each. 

THE  SAGACITY  AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 
of  the  Vegetable  Kinedom.     With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  aud  too  Illustrations. 
OUR  COMMON   BRITISH  FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.    33i  Illustrations. 
THE  PLAYTIME  NATURALIST.     Wi_t^li  s.')^  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.  cloth,  5». 

TAYLOR'S  (TOM)  HISTORIC  AL'DR  AM  AS.    Containing  ^Clancarty?"' 

"Jeanne  Dare,"  "'Twixt   Axe  and  Crown,"  "The  Fool's  Revenge,"  "  Arkwright's 
Wife,"  "Anne  Boleyn.'*  "  Plot  and  Passion."    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  Oil. 
%*  The   Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  Ih.  each. 

TENNYSON~(LORD):"A~lJiographical  Sketch .^By^HTlTTiNNiNGs: 
With  a  Plioto^ranh-Portrait.  Crov.'u  Svo,  cloth  extra,  lii*.— Cheap  Edition,  post  Svo, 
portrait  cover,  1.x.;  cloth.  If*.  <»<!.  

THACKERAYANA  :  'Note.s  and  AnecdoTei.~lllu3lratedby  Hundreds  of 

Sketches  by  William   MAKKfKArK  Thackkrav.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  7m.  fid. 

THAMES.  -A   NEW   PICTORIAL  HIST0RT"0F~THE^  THAMES: 

By  A.  S.  Kraussk.     With  340  Illustrations      Post  Svo.  In. ;  ciotli,  Im.  ((<I. 

THIERS:^HISTORY  OF  THE  CONSULATE^&^EiyiPIRE  OF  FR'ANCE 

UNDER  NAPOLEON.  By  A.  THiiiKs.  Translated  by  D.  Founics  Camfblll  and 
John  Stebbino.  New  Edition,  reset  in  a  specially-cast  type,  with  36  Steel  Plates. 
T2  vols  ,  deiny  Svo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  each.     (First  Volume  ready  September  next.) 

THOM ASTBERTH A),  NO VELS  BY.    Cr.  Svo.  d.,  .'N.  «d.  ea.T^st  i^^^^^T^ 

THE  VIOLIN-PLAYER.  |_      PROUD  MAISIE, 

CRESSIDA.    Post  Svo,  illustrated'boards,  Urn,  " 


24  BOOKS   PUBLISHED    BY 

THOMSON'S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.    With  Intro- 

duction  by  Allan  Cunningham,  and  48  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  i^n. 

THORNBURY  (WALTER),    WORKS   BY.     Cr.  8 vo,  cl.  extra,  y^.  6d.  each. 
THE  LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE  OF  J.   M.  W.  TURNER.     Founded  upon 

Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his  Friends.     With  Illustrations  in  Colours. 
HAUNTED  LONDON.  Edit,  by  E.  Walford,  M.A.  Illusts.  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s,  each. 
OLD  STORIES  RE-TOLD. |    TALES  FOR  THE  MARINES. 

TIMBS   (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d.  each. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE  IN  LONDON:  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries,  and  Taverns.     With  43  Illustrations. 

ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:  Stories  of  Delusions,  Impos- 
tures, Sporting  Scenes,  EccenU-ic  Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  &c.    48  Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY)rNOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  5is.  each, 
THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.  I    MR.  SCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY, 

FRAU  FROHMANN.  |    MARION  FAY.  |    THE  LAND-LEAGUERS. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards^  "Jim.  each. 
KEPT  IN  THE  DARK.                              I    AMERICAN  SENATOR, 
GOLDEN  LION  OF  GRANPERE.  |    JOHN   CALDIGATE. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E,),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  <><l.  each:  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
LIKE  SHIPS  UPON  THE  SEA.    |    MABEL'S  PROGRESS.    |    ANNE  FURNESS. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A.),— DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post  svo.  iiiust.  bds..2s. 
TROWBRIDGE.— FARNELL'S  FOLLY:   A  Novel.     By  J.  T.  Trow- 

BRIDGE.   Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  

TYTLER  (C.   C.   ERASER-). -MISTRESS  JUDITH  :   A  Novel.     % 

C.C.  Fraser-Tytler.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6«1. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  3». 

fYTrERTSAMKjTNOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss.  each, 
THE  BRIDE'S  PASS.  I    BURIED  DIAMONDS. 

LADY  BELU  |    THE  BLACKHALL  GHOSTS. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  iis.  each. 


WHAT  SHE  CAME  THROUGH. 
CITOYENNE  JACQUELINE. 
SAINT  MUNGO'S  CITY. 
NOBLESSE  OBLIGE. 


BEAUTY  AND  THE  BEAST. 

DISAPPEARED. 

THE   HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 


VILLARI.— A  DOUBLE  BOND.    By  Linda  Villari.    Fcap.  Svo,  picture 

cover.  Is. 

WALT   WHITMAN,  POEMS    BY.      Edited,    with    Introduction,  by 

'*      William  M.RossETTi.  With  Portrait.  Cr.  Svo,  band-made  paper  and  buckram,  68. 

WALTON   AND    COTTON'S'COMPLETE   ANGLER  r'^iTTh^^Con. 

templative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  61  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  antique,  7».  6il. 

WARD  (HERBERT),  WORKS  BYT 

FIVE  YEARS  WITH  THE  CONGO  CANNIBALS.     With  92  Illustrations  by  the 

Author,  Victor  Perard,  and  W.  B.  Davis.   Third  ed.    Roy.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  14s. 

MY   LIFE  WITH  STANLEY'S  REAR  GUARD.     With  a  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller. 

F.R.G.S.    Post  Svo.  ts.;  cloth,  Is^fW. 

WARNER.-A    ROUNDABOUT    JOURNEY.      By  Charles  Dudley 

Warner.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

WARRANT  TO    EXECUTE    CHARLES  L    A  Facsimile,  with  the  Jg 

Signatures  and  Seals.     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in.     5Js. 
WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE  MARY   QUEEN  OF  SCOTS.    A  Facsimile,  including 
Queen  Elizabeth's  Signature  and  the  Great  Seal.     *2». 

WASSERMANN  (LILLIAS),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  DAFFODILS.    Crown  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

THE  MARQUIS  OF  CARABAS*  ~By  Aaron  Watson  and  Lillus  Wasskkvann, 

3  vols.i  crown  8vo. 


CHATTQ   ic  WINDU^,   214,   PiCCADiLLY.  25 

WALFORD  (EDWARD,  M.A.),  WORKS  BY.  "^~ 

WALPORD'S  COUNTY  FAMILIES  OF  THE  UNITED  KINGDOM  (1893).    Contain- 

ing  the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Education,  &c.,  of  12,000  Head-?  of  Families 

their  Heirs,  Offices,  Addresses,  Clubs,  &c.     Royal  8vo,  cloth  gilt   5©«». 
WALFORD'S  WINDSOR   PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  AND  KNIGHTAGE  (1893) 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  J 'is.  tsd. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  PEERAGE  (1893).     Containing  a  List  cf  the  House  of 

Lords,  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers,  &c.     32mo,  cloth.  Is. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  BARONETAGE  (1893).    Containing  a  List  of  the  Baronets 

of  the  United  Kingdom,  Riojrraphical  Notices,  Addresses,  &c.    32mo  cloth  Is 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  KNIGHTAGE  (1893).      Containing  a  List  of '  the  Knights 

ot  the  United  Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses. &c.   qamo  cloth   1-n 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  (1893).    Containing  a  Listot  all 

Members  of  the  New  Parliament,  their  Addresses,  Clubs,  &c.     ^amo  cloth    in 
WALFORD'S     COMPLETE     PEERAGE,     BARONETAGE,     KNIGHTAGE.  '  AND 

HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  (1893).    Royal  32mo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges  5s. 
TALES  OF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  «d. 

WEATHER,   HOW  TO  FORETELL  THE,   WITH~POCKEf~SPEC- 

TROSCOPE.  By  F.  W.  Cory.  With  10  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  fid. 
WESTALL  (William).— TRUST-MONEY.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  " 
WHIST.-HOW  TO  PLAY  SOLO  WHIST.      By  Abraham  S.  Wilks 

and  Charles  F.  Pardon.    New  Edition.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

WHITE.-THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  SELBORNE.    By  Gilbert 

White,  M.A.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  3s. 

WILLIAMS  (W.  MATTIEU,  F.R.A.S.),  WORKS  BY. 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.    With  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo.  cloth  limo  3m   Ad 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  COOKERY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra   Gs. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  9s. 

WILLIAMSON  (MRS.  F.  H.).-A  CHILD  WIDOW.    Post  Svo.  bdTTi 
WILSON  (DR.  ANDREW,  F.R.S.E.),  WORKS  BY.  ^     ' 

CHAPTERS  ON  EVOLUTION.  With  a-sg  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo.  cloth  extra  >«   r..t 
LEAVES  FROM  A  NATURALIST'S  NOTE-BOOK.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp  3s  Jid 
LEISURE-TIME    STUDIES.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra  «s 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.     With  numerous  Illusts.    Cr.Svo  cl   ex    lis 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS :  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo  I's.icl    Is  tid 
GLIMPSES  OF  NATURE.  With  3-^  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra   a's  «d     * 

WINTER    (J.    S.),    STORIES   BY.      Post  Svo,   illustrated    boards'  3s.  el^ 
cloth  limp,  3s.  ttd.  each.  ' 

CAVALRY  LIFE.  ]  REGIMENTAL  LEGENDS. 

A  SOLDIER'S  CHILDREN.  With  34  Illustrations  byE.  G.Thomson  and  E  Stuart 
Hardy.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  '3h.  6d. 


WISSMANN.-MY  SECOND  JOURNEy   THROUGH    EQUATORIAL 

AFRICA. By  Hermann  voN  WissMANN.     With  92  Illusts.     Demy  8vo,  l<»s. 

WOOD.— SABINA  :   A  Novel.     By  Lady  Wood.     Post~8\^fear"57^s" 
WOOD  (H.  F.),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY.  Cr.8vo.Os.ea.:pi^^bdr3«' 

PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.    |    ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUECAIN. 

WOOLLEY.— RACHEL  ARMSTRONG;   or,   Love  and  Theology.     By 

Celia  Parker  Woolley.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. ;  cloth,  3s.  <>d. 

WRIGHT   (THOMAS),    WORKS   BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  rs.  «d.  each 
CARICATURE   HISTORY  OP  THE  GEORGES.     With  400  Caricatures  Sa.nbs   &c 
HISTORY    OP    CARICATURE   AND    OF    THE    GROTESQUE   IN   ART.  LITERaI 
TURE,  SCULPTURE,  AND  PAINTJNG.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt   F  S  A 

WYNMAN.— MY  FLIRTATIONS.     By  Margaret  Wv^ti^^iI^r^WiiiTii 

Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  (id. 

VATES  (EDMUND),  "NOVELS  BY.    Post  svo.  illustrated  b;7a7;^i,;;^^^^ 

;*^LAND  AT   LAST.  |         THE   FORLORN   HOPE.      |      CASTAWAY. 

7OLA  (EMILE),  NOVELS  BY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s~6d~each  " 
*^    THE  DOWNFALL.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizktelly.     Third  Edition 

TUB  OttEAM,    Translated  by  Elua  Chas«.    With  8  Illustrations  by  Jeanmiot- 
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LISTS  OF  BOOKS  CLASSIFIED  IN  SERIES. 

*»•  For  f tiller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-25. 


THE  MAYFAIR  LIBRARY. 
A  Journey  Bound  My  Room.   By  Xavier 

DE  Mai  ST  RE. 

Qujps  and  Quiddities.    By  W.  D.  Adams. 
The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times." 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  Abridgment  of 

"  Burton's  Anatomy  of  Melancholy." 
The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 
Poetical  Ingenuities.    By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
The  Cupboai'd  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    First  Series. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    Second  Series. 
Bongs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Animals  and  Masters.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.  H.  J.  Jennings. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast-Table. 
Pencil  and  Palette.     By  R.  Kempt. 
Little  Essays:  Irom  Lamb's  Letters. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3».  6d,  per  Volume. 
Forensic  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.    Jacob  Larwood. 
JeuKd'Esprit.  Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh. 
V/itch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  &  Players.    By  R.  Macgregor. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.  W.H.Mallock. 
New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Muses  of  Mayfalr.    Ed.  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Thoreau :  His  Life  &  Aims.  By  H.  A.  Page. 
Punlana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley, 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.     By  Wm.  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book. 
By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 


THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 
Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the  Echo 

Club. 
Bennett's  Ballad  History  of  England. 
Bennett's  Songs  for  Sailors. 
Godwin's  Lives  of  the  Necromancers, 
Pope's  Poetical  Works. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast  Table. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  per  Volume. 
Jesse's  Scenes  of  Country  Life. 
Leigh    Hunt's    Tale    for    a    Chimney 

Corner. 
Mallory's  Mort  d'Arthur:  Selections. 
Pascal's  Provincial  Letters. 
Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  &  Reflections. 


THE  WANDERER'S  LIBRARY 
Wanderings  in  Patagonia.     By  Julius 

Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Savage  Life.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Tir^e.    By 

G.  Daniel.    Ilbxstrated  by  Cruikshank. 
Circus  Life.    By  i  homas  Frost. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    Thomas  Frost. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London 

Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Low-Life  Deeps.   By  James  Greenwood. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Wilds  of  London.     James  Greenwood. 
Tunis.  Chev.  Hesse-Wartegg.  22lllusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
World  Behind  thef^cenes.  P.Fitzgerald. 
Tavern  Anecdc*cs  and  Sayings. 
The  Genial  Showman.  By  E.P.  Hingston. 
Story  of  London  Parks.  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  Mavhew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Summer  Cruising  in  the  South  Seas. 

By  C.  Warren  Stoddard.     Illustrated. 


POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 


Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 
Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.   Bret  Harte. 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Bret  Harte. 
Snow-bound  at  Eagle's.  By  Bret  Harte. 
A  Day's  Tour.    By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Esther's  Glove.    By  R.  E.  Francillon. 
Sentenced!    By  Somerville  Gieney. 
The  Professor's  Wife.    By  L.Graham. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's    Diamonds.      By 

Tulian  Hawthorne. 
Niagara  Spray.    By  J.  Hollingshead. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.    By 

Charles  James. 
Garden  that  Paid  Rent.    Tom  Jerrold. 
Cut  by  the  Mess.    By  Arthur  Keyser. 
Teresa  Itasca.    By  A.  MacAlpine. 
Our  Sensation  Novel.   ].  H.  McCarthy. 
Doom!    By  Justin  H.  McCarthy. 
Dolly.     By  Justin  H.  McCarthy. 


Lily  Lass.    Justin  H.  McCarthy. 
Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    By  W.  Minto. 
Notes  from  the  "News."    ByjAs.  Payn. 
Beyond  the  Gates.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Old  Maid's  Paradise.    By  E.  S.  Phelp*,. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Jack  WiQ  Fisherman.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Trooping  with  Crows.    By  C.  L.  Pirkis. 
Bible  Characters.    By  Charles  Readk. 
Rogues.    By  K.  H.  Sherard. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
How  the  Poor  Live.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
Case  of  George  Candlemas.  G.  R.  Sims. 
Sandycroft  Mystery.    T.  W.  Speight. 
Hoodwinked.    By  T.  W.  Speight. 
Father  Damion.    By  R.  L.  Stevenson. 
A  Double  Bond.    By  Linda  Villari. 
My  Life  with  Stanley's  Rear  Guard.  By 
Herbert  Ward. 


HANDY    NOVELS.      Fcap.Svo,  cloth  boards,  ls.-6d.  each. 
The  Old  Maid's  Sweetheart.  A.St.Aubyn   I  Taken  from  the  Enemy.    H.  Ncwbolt. 
Hodeet  Little  Sara.     Alan  St.  Aubyn.   |  A  Lost  Soul.    By  W.  L.  Alden. 
i«y«ii  Sl6«p«z>s  of  Ephesus.    M.  E.  CoLERi&ot.  )  Dr.  Palllifir's  P«itieiit<  G.  Alum 


CHATTO   &  WINDUS,    214,   PICCADILLY. 


27 


MY   LIBRARY. 

Choice  Works,  printed  on  laid  paper,  bound  half-Rosburgbe,  2«.  6d.  each. 


Four  Frenchwomen.  By  Austin  Dokson. 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William 

Shakspeare.    By  W.  S.  Landor. 
The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Guerln. 


Christie  Johnstone.  By  Charles  Reads. 

With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece, 
Peg  Woffington.    By  Charles  Reade. 
The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb. 


THE  POCKET  LIBRARY.     Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  2s.  each. 


The  Essays  of  Elia.    By  Charles  Lamb. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Edited  by  John  Major. 

With  37lllusts.  by  George  Cruikshank. 
Whims  and  Oddities.  By  Thomas  Hood. 

With  Ss  Illustrations. 
The  Barber's  Chair,  and  The  Hedgehog 

Letters.    By  Douglas  Jerrold. 
Gastronomy.    By  Brillat-Savarin. 
The  Epicurean,  &c.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Leigh  Hunt's  Essays.    Ed.  E.  Ollier. 


White's  Natural  History  of  Selborne. 
Gulliver's  Travels,  and  The   Tale  of  a 

Tub.     By  Dean  Swift. 
The  Rivals,  School  for  Scandal,  and  other 

Plavs  by  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    J.  Larwood. 
Thomson's  Seasons.    Illustrated. 
The  Autocrat  of   the  Breakfast-Table 

and  The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast- 

Table.     By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 


The  Tents  of  Shem. 
For  Maimie's  Sake. 
The  Devil's  Die. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 
The  Great  Taboo. 


THE    PICCAD 

Library  Editions  of  Novels,  many  lUus' 

By  F.  M.  ALiIiEIV. 
Green  as  Grass. 

By  ORANT  Aliff^EN. 
Phllistia. 
Babylon 
Strange  Stories. 
Beckoning  Hand. 
In  all  Shades. 

Dumaresq's  Daughter.  |  Blood  Royal 
The  Duchess  of  Powysland. 
Ivan  Greet's  Masterpiece. 

By  EI>^Vf  rv  I..  ARNOIxD. 
Phra  the  Phoanician. 

By  Al^AlV  J*r.  AUBYIV. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 

By  Kov.  S.  BARflVG  GOUL.1>. 

Red  Spider.  !  Eve. 

By  W.  RESANT  &  J.  RTCJE. 

My  Little  Girl.  By  Celia's  Arbour. 

Case  of  Mr.Lucraft.    Monks  of  Thelema. 
ThisSonofYulcan.    The  Seamy  Side. 
Golden  Butterfly.      Ten  Years' Tenant. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WALTER  BEMAIVT. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 

The  Captains'  Room.    |     Herr  Paulus. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair 

The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

Dorothy  Forster.     i  The  Holy  Rose. 


ILLY    NOVELS. 

itrated,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each, 
iraORT.  &  FRAIVCES  C01jL.IIVI». 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight, 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
Village  Comedy.     |  You  Play  Me  False, 
By  WII.KIE    fJOEI.f.XN. 


Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 


Armorel  of  Lyon- 

esse. 
St.  Katherlne's  by 

the  Tower. 


By  ROBERT   BIJC'IIAIVAIV. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword.    |      Matt. 
A  Child  of  Nature.  |     Heir  of  Linne. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
God  and  the  Man.  I  The  New  Abelard. 
Love  Me  for  Ever.    Foxglove  Manor. 
Annan  Water.         |  Master  of  the  Mine. 

By  IIAL.r  €A1IVE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deerastef. 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"I  Say  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale. 
After  Dark, 
No  Name. 
Antonina.  [  Basil, 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs? 

New  Magdalen.  . 

By  i>UTTO.^   <J001i.. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  ITIATT    4'RII7I. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  ill.  C;R<»KER. 
Diana  Barrington.  I  PrettyMiss  Neville. 
Proper  Pride.  A  Bird  of  Passage. 

By  WIEf^IAiTl    CirjPI.E». 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

ISy  AI.PIIOIVNE   BAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation 

Bv    EKASTBIJM    DAU>»OIV. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JAITIE!"*  BE  ITIII.EE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  EEITII   BERV'EIVT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  I     Circe's  Lovers. 

By  DICK.   I>0.>OVAA'. 
Tracked  to  Doom. 

By  ITIis.  AIVIVIE   EBWARBES. 
Archie  Lovell. 

By  <;.   TIAIVVir.EE    FE.\;v. 
The  New  Mistress. 

By  I'ERC'V    FITZCiERAL.D. 
Fatal  Zero. 

By  R.  E.  FRAIVCIEEOIV. 

8ueen  Cophetua.      I  A  Real  Queen. 
ne  by  One.  |  King  or  Knave 

Pr<«.byNirBARTI.£  FRERJE, 
Pandurang  Harl. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novex^s— continued. 

By  JEIDWAKJD   OAA&K£TT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

Ky  CISABIiES  OIBBON. 

Robin  Gray.  I  The  Golden  Shaft. 

Loving  a  Dream.    |  Of  High  Degree. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

By   E.   OriAIVVIL,ljE. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  |     The  Fossicker. 

By  VEVSIj  OBIFFITH. 
Corinthia  Marazion. 

ByTiaOiMAS   IIABW. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BBET    MABTE. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs. 
Colonel  Starbottle's  Client. 
Susy.  I      Sally  Dows. 

By  JU1.IAIV  IIAWTllORIVE. 
Garth.  I  Dust. 

Ellice  Qnentin.  Fortune's  Fool. 

Sebastian  Strome.  |  Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

iiy  Sir  A.  l£Er.l>S. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  ISAAC    IIENBERSOIV. 
Agatha  Page. 

By  lTli«.  Al.FBEB    IIUIVT. 
The  Leaden  Gasket.  |  Self-Condemned. 
That  other  Person. 

By  B.  ASHE    I£5IV». 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

By  1:.  t-YNIV  iillVTON. 
Patricia  Kemball.  I  lone. 
Under  which  Lord?    Paston  Carew. 
♦'My  Love!"  I  Sowing  the  Wind. 

The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 
The  V/orld  Well  Lost. 

By  IIEIVRY    JV.  I. rev. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  .lUSTiN  McCarthy. 

A  Fair  Saxon.  I  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 
Miss  Misanthrope.  I  Camiola. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  AONES  MACBONEl,!.. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

By  BERTBAM    miTFORB. 
The  Gun-Runner. 

By  ».  CHBISTIE  IflURBAY. 
Life's  Atonement.   I  Yal  Strange. 
Joseph's  Coat.  Hearts. 

Coals  of  Fire.  |  A  Model  Father. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular.  I  Cynic  Fortune. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 

By  IVIUBBAA"   &  HEBrriAN. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 

By  HUIUE   NISBET. 
"Bail  Up  I" 

By  OEOROE8   OHIVET. 
k  Weird  Gift. 

By  Mra.  OI/IPHAI¥T. 
Whiteladtet. 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  l^ovzvs— continued. 

By  OUIBA. 
Held  in  Bondage.     Two  Little  Wooden 
Strathmore.  Shoes. 

Chandos.  In  a  Winter  City. 

Under  Two  Flags.    Ariadne. 
Idalia.  Friendship. 

CecilCastlemaine's    Moths.     1  Rufflno. 

Gage.  Pipistrello. 

Tricotrin.    I    Puck.    AYillage  Commune 
Folle  Farine.  Bimbi.     |  Wanda. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders.    Frescoes.  1  Othraar. 
Pascarel.  |    Signa.    In  Maremma. 
Princess    Maprax-    Syrlin.i  Guilderoy, 

ine.  '  Santa  Barbara. 

By  ITIARGARET  A.  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES   PAVN. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn, 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 
The  Canon's  Ward. 


Walter's  Word. 
By  Proxy. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
From  Exile. 
Glow-worm  Tales 

By  E 
Valentina. 


Talk  of  the  Town 
Holiday  Tasks. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the 

Will. 
Sunny  Stories. 
C.  PRICE. 
I  The  Foreigners. 


Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

By  RBCHABI>  PRYCE. 

Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  CHARI.es  RE  ABE. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend, 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long, 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth, 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thiet 
Put  Yourself  in  his  Place, 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
Singleheart  and  Doubleface, 
Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 
Hard  Cash.  Wandering  Heir. 

Peg  Woffington.         A  Woman-Hater. 
ChristieJohnstone.    A  Simpleton. 
Griffith  Gaunt.  Readiana. 

Foul  Play.  The  Jilt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

By  ITIr$i.  J.  H.  RIOBEL.L.. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  P&rty. 
Weird  Stories. 

By  F.  W.  BOBINSOIV. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  ^V.  CLiABM.    BUSSEI.l,. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 

Bv  JOHIV    SAUIVUER.S. 
Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
By  KATHARINE  SA1JIVBER8, 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rock.         I  Heart  Salvag*. 
The  High  Millt.       I  Sebaatian. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Hovki^s— continued. 

By  I.UKE    SHARP. 
In  a  Steamer  Chair. 
From  Whose  Bourne. 

By  HA^VI^EY   SITIART. 
Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  R.  A.  STERIVBAl^E. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BERTHA    THOITffA^. 
Proud  Maisie.  |  The  Violin-player. 

By  FRANCES   E.  TROL.L.OPE. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness.         |  Mabel's  Progress. 

By  IVAN  TUROENIEFF,  &c. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 

By  ANTHONY  TROL.I.OPE. 
Frau  Frohmann.  I  Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Marion  Fay.  |  Land-Leaguers. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

By  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTIiER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTI.ER. 
The  Bride's  Pass.    |  Lady  Bell. 
Buried  Diamonds. 
The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

By  MARJK   TWAIN. 
The  American  Claimant. 
The  £1,000,000  Bank-note. 

By  J.  S.  IV INTER. 
A  Soldier's  Children. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS  OF 

Post  8vo,  illustrated 
By  ARTEmrS   ^VARB. 
Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  EI>3IONI>  ABOUT. 

The  Fellah. 

By  HAMII^TON  AIBE. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.   |  Confidences. 
By  ITIABV   AI.BERT. 

Brooke  Finchley's  Daughter. 

By  Mrs.  AI.EXANBER. 
Maid,Wife,orWidow?  I  Valerie'   Fate. 

By  GRANT  AI.L.EN. 
Strange  Stories.      I  The  Devil's  Die. 
Philistia.  This  Mortal  Coil. 

Babylon.  I  In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 
For  Maimie's  Sake.  |  Tents  of  Shem, 
Great  Taboo.   |   Dumaresq's  Daughter. 

By    E.    J.ESTEB    ARNOl^U. 
Phra  the  Phoenician.     • 

By  AI.AN  ST.  AIJBVN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity.  |  The  Junior  Dean. 
By  RcT.  S.  BARING  OOUI^B. 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  FRANK   BARRETT. 
Fettered  for  Life. 
Between  Life  and  Death. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich. 
Folly  Morrison,  j  Honest  Davie. 
Lieut.  Barnabas.' A  Prodigal's  Progress. 
Found  Guilty.  I  A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 
For  Love  and  Honour. 
John  Ford ;  and  His  Helpmate. 
Little  Lady  Linton. 
By  \V.  BESANT  A:  J.  RICE. 


This  Son  of  Vulcan.    By  Celia's  Arbour. 
My  Little  Girl.  Monks  of  Thclema. 

CaseofMr.Lucraft.    The  Seamy  Side. 
Golden  Butterfly.      Ten  Years' Tenant. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
BySllEI.SI.EV  BEA  I  C'HAITIP. 
Grantley  Grange. 

By  AlTIBKOSE   BIERCE. 
In  the  Midst  of  Life. 

By  FREBERICK   BOVI.E. 
Camp  Notes.  |  Savage  Life. 

Chroniclei  of  Ho-man'c  Land, 


POPULAR   NOVELS. 

boards,  ijs.  each. 

By  ^VAtiTER   RES  A  NT. 

Dorothy  Forster.     I  Uncle  Jack. 

Children  of  Gibeon.  |  Herr  Paulus. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 

The  Captains'  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

To  Call  Her  Mine. 

The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's.  I  The  Holy  Rose. 

Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 

St.  Katherine's  by  the  Tower. 

By  BRET    HARTE. 
Callfornian  Stories.  |  Gabriel  Conroy. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog.  I  Flip. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp.    Maruja. 
A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

By  HAROI.D   BR^'BGES. 
Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT   BUCHANAN. 


The  Martyrdom  of 

Madeline. 
Annan  Water. 
The  New  Abelard. 
Matt. 
The  Heir  of  Linne. 


The  Shadow  of  the 

Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

By  IIAI.1.   CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deemster. 

By  Coniiiianflfi-  CAxTIE  IC^^N. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "Black  Prince." 
By  illis.  I.OVETT  CATIEKOrV. 
Deceivers  Ever.       |  Juliet's  Guardian. 

By  AUSTIN   Cl.ARE. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  ITIiM.  ARCHER  t^lilVE. 
Paul  FerroH. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

By  M  AC  I. %  REN    COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

By  C.  AI.I.STON   COLLINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

TIORT.  cV  FR1N<  ES  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
Fight  with  Fortune.  |  Village  Comedy, 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  I  You  Play  me  FalB», 
Blackiraith  and  Scholar.  1     Frances. 
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Two-Shilling  liovKhS— continued. 
By  WIIiKlE:    COI.1.I1VS. 

Armadale.  My  Miscellanies. 

After  Dark.  Woman  in  White. 

Ho  Name,  Tlie  Moonstone. 

Antonina.  |  Basil.    Man  and  Wife. 
Hide  and  Seek.         Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Dead  Secret.      The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Oueen  of  Hearts.      Jezebel's  Daughter 
Miss  or  Mrs?  The  Black  Robe. 

New  Magdalen.         Heart  and  Science. 
The  Frozen  Deep.      "  I  Say  No." 
Law  and  the  Lady.    The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Two  Destinies.    Little  Novels. 
Haunted  Hotel.         Legacy  of  Cain. 
A  Rogue's  Life.  Blind  Love. 

By  m.  J.  COI.QUIIOUIV. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  BUTTOIV  COOK. 
Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By    C!.  IfiOBEKT    €RAI>»04;K. 
Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  iTIATT    CFlliU. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  .11.  CKOKEK. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville.  I  Bird  of  Passage. 
Diana  Harrington.    |  Proper  Pride. 

By  ^VII^L,IAM  CYPIiES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

Bt  AI.PM0!VSE   WAUUET. 
The  Evangelist  -,  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  EISASiVaUS  I>AWSOtW. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

Br  JAITBES  I>E   HIII^IiE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  F.EITH    1>EKWE3VT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers. 

Hy  uiaAKi^ES  B>icacErvs. 
Sketches  by  Boz.     I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.      Nicholas  Nickleby. 

By  l>ll€Ii  DOIVO'TAN. 
The  Man-Hunter.     |  Caught  at  Lastl 
Tracked  and  Taken.  1  Wanted  ! 
Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 
The  Man  from  Manchester, 
A  Detective's  Triumphs. 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
From  Information  Received. 
Tracked  to  Doom.  I    Link  by  Link. 
By  Mrs.  ANNBE  EI>%VAK»ES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.  |  Archie  Lovell. 

Bv  m.  BETllA]^f-EI>  WARDS. 
Felicia.  I  Kitty. 

By  EUWARD  EGGIiESTON, 

^°By   «.  MANVIJLl^E   FENN. 

The  New  Mistress. 
By  PEK€ir  FITZ«;^EBAIyT>. 

Bella  Donna.  I  Polly. 

Never  Forgotten.    I  Fatal  Zero. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome, 
By  PiEKCV  F1T:«0EJKAI.I> 
and  oliicj'8. 
Strange  Secrets. 

AI.BAIV4:    »B   FOIVBI.AIVQUE, 
Filthy  Lucre. 

By  ».  E.  FBAJVCII^liOIV. 
Olympia.  I  Queen  Cophetua, 

One  by  One,  I  King  or  Knave? 

JL  Seal  Q«dem«         |  Romances  of  Law. 


Two-Shilling  "H ovevs— continued. 
By  lIAB01il>  FREDERICK. 
Seth's  Brother's  Wife. 
The  Lawton  Girl. 

Pie<.  by  Sir  BARTIiE  FREBE. 
Pandurang  Hart. 

By  HAIN  FRIS^VElili. 
One  of  Two. 

By  EDWARD  OARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

By  I'll  ARISES   GIBBON. 


In  Honour  Bound. 
Flower  of  Forest. 
Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Mead  and  Stream, 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart's  Delight, 
Blood-Honey. 


Robin  Gray, 
Fancy  Free. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What      will      the 

World  Say? 
In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
Queen  of  Meadow. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Dead  Heart. 

By  AVIt,t.IAM  OII.BERT. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  I  James  Duke. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

By   EKIVEST   GI.AIWIIjI.E, 
The  Lost  Heiress.  |  The  Fossicker. 
By  MEIVRV  €;JKE%IIjI.E, 
A  Noble  Woman.      |   Nikanor. 

By  jrOIIIV  HABBEKTON. 
Brueton's  Bayou.    |  Country  Luck. 

By  ANDREW  IIAi.t.IDAY. 
Every-Day  Papers. 

By  I.a«ly  DUFFUS   IIARDV. 
Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

By  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 
By  J.  BERWICK.  HARWOOD. 
The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  JUliIAN  IIAWT5IOR1VE. 
Garth.  Sebastian  Strome. 

Ellice  Quentin.  Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool.  Beatrix  Randolph. 

Miss  Cadogna.  Love— or  a  Name. 

David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR  HEL,PS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

By    IBEIVRY^    HERMAN. 
A  Leading  Lady. 

By  IfBr!^.  CASHEL.   HOE  If, 
The  Lover's  Creed. 

By  Mrs.  GEOROE  HOOPER, 
The  House  of  Raby. 

By  TIOl&E    HOPKINS. 
'Tw]xt  Love  and  Duty. 

By  Mrs.  HI(JN<>^ERFORD. 
A  Maiden  all  Forlorn. 
In  Durance  YUe.    I    A  Mental  Struggle. 
Marvel.  I    A  Modern  Circe. 

By  Mrs.  AL,FRED    BLCNT. 
Thornicroft's  Model,  I  Self-Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.    |  Leaden  Casket. 

By  .JEAN   INOEl^O^V, 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  HARRIETT  JA\ 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

By  MARK    KERSHAW. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 
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Two-Shilling  Kovet^s— continued. 
By  K.  ASHE    KING. 

A  Drawn  Game.      I  Passion's  Slave. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 
Bell  Barrv. 

By  JOHN  tiEYS. 
The  Lindsays. 

By  K.  liYNN    LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball.  I  Paston  Garew. 
World  Well  Lost.      "My  Love  J" 
Under  which  Lord?  I  lone. 
The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
Sowing  the  Wind. 

By  HENKIT   W.  L.IJCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 

A  Pair  Saxon.  I  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 

Miss  Misanthrope.  |  Camiola. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  iiu«;;h  maccoi.e. 

Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet. 

By  AC3NES  MACBONEI^f^. 
Quaker  Cousins. 
fcCATHABtlNE    S.  MACQUOID. 

The  Evil  Eye.  |  Lost  Rose. 

By  \V.  H.  IUAI.1.0CK. 

The  New  Republic. 

By  FI.OKENCE    ITIARKYAT. 
Open!   Sesame!        |  Fighting  the  Air. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
Written  in  Fire. 

By  J.  IflASTERMAN. 
Haifa-dozen  Daughters. 

By  BKANllKB  MATTHEWS. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

Bv  fli^.Ol^ABI>    MERRICK. 
The  Man  who  was  Good. 

By  JEAN   MlBDIiElTBASS. 
Touch  and  Go.        |  Mr.  Dorillion. 

By  ITIi'N.  MOt.ESWORTH. 
Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  .B.  E.  MI  OBOCK. 
Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret. 
From  the  Rosom  of  the  Deep. 

B%   I>.  <;BBBIST»E  MURRAY. 
A  Model  Father.        Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
Joseph's  Goat.  Hearts. 

Coals  of  Fire.  Way  of  the  World. 

Yal  Strange.  Cynic  Fortune. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Hum?n  Nature, 
First  Person  S..igular. 

«iv    niBCaCAV    iiikI    HERTIAN. 
One  Traveller  Returns. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 

By  HENRY    MURRAY. 
A  Game  of  BhifT. 

Bv  nUiHE  NISOET. 
"Ball  Up!" 
Dr.  Bernard  Pt.  Vincent. 

tU   AI.I4E    4l'll%Nr.ON. 
YlM  Uoforescen.      |  Ohanta  7  or  Fslte? 


Two-Shilling  Novels— continued. 

By  OEOROES  OHNET. 
Doctor  Rameau.      I  A  Last  Love. 
A  Weird  Gift.  | 

By  Mrs.  OEBl»HIANT. 
V/hiteladies.  |  The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 
By  Mi's.  ROBERT  0'REir.EV. 
Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

By  OUII>A. 


Held  In  Bondage 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastleraaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farlne. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 
Princess    Naprax- 

ine. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 


Cora- 


Two  Little  Wooden 

Shoes. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 
Pipistrello. 
A    Village 

mune. 
Bimbi. 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 
In  Marerama* 
0  th  mar. 
Guilderoy. 
Ruffino. 
Syr]  in. 
Ouida's    Wisdom, 

Wit,  and  Pathos. 


MA R«- ABET  AGNES  I»AUE. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES  PAYN. 

Bentinck's  Tutor.      £200  Reward. 

Murphy's  Master.     Marine  Residence. 

A  County  Family.     Mirk  Abbey. 

At  Her  Mercy.  By  Proxy. 

Cecil's  Tryst.  Under  One  Roof. 

Clyffards  of  Clyffe.    High  Spirits. 

Foster  Brothers.        Carlyon's  Year. 

Found  Dead.  From  Exile. 

Best  of  Husbands.    For  Cash  Only. 

V/alter's  Word.         Kit. 

Halves.  The  Canon's  Ward 

Fallen  Fortunes.       Talk  of  the  Tov/n. 

Humorous  Stories.    Holiday  Taska. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

The  Faml'y  Scapegrace. 

What  He  oost  Her. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Like  Father^  Like  Son. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted* 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views, 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

Glow-worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbrldge. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

The  Word  and  the  Will. 

A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 

Sunny  Stories. 

By  C.  E.  PIRK^S. 
Lady  Lovelace. 

Bv  ei><;ar  a.  p*oe. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roge*. 
By  Mr«.  C*MI»BKEB.  I'RAED. 

The   Romance  of  a  Station. 
The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 
By  E.  C.   f*RBt  E. 
Valentlna.  I  The  Foreijtnerfc 

Ura.  Lancaster*!  Rival,  l  Otfrald. 
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BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY  CHATtO  ic  WINDUS. 


Two-Shih,ing  Novels— confniMf^. 
By  KICHARD    IPKYC'E. 

Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  CIIABf.ES  KEAWE. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend, 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

A  Terrible  Temptation.    „     ,  „     ^ 

The  Wandering  Heir.    I  Hard  Cash. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 


A  Simpleton. 
Read  i  an  a. 
A  Woman-Hater. 
The  Jilt. 


Peg  Woffington, 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

Foul  Play. 

A  Perilous  Secret.  _,  ^ 

By  Mrs.  J.  «*•  Kll>i>EL.L,. 
Weird  Stories.         I  Fairy  Water. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 
The  Nun's  Curse.     I      Idle  Tales. 
By  F.  W.  KOBINSOIV. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAitBES    KUNCIMAIV. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars.       ,^^.,,  , 

By  W.  OI.ABK    KUS^EEL,. 
Round  the  Galley  Fiie. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 
The  Mystery  of  the  "Ocean  Star." 
The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 
OEOROE   AUOUSTUS*  SAIiA. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JOHN  8AUIVBERS. 
Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
ByMATHARIIVE  sauivbers. 
Joan  Merry  weather.  I  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.  |  Sebastian. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

By  aEOHiiE  R.  S1M». 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To-day.   |  Dramas  of  Life. 
Tinkletop's  Crime. 
Zeph:  A  Circus  Story. 

By  ARTHUR  MKETCIULEY. 
A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

By  HA^VliKY  SITIART. 
Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  T.  W.  «1»E1«HT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
The  Golden  Hoop.  I  By  Devious  Ways. 
Hoodwinked,  &c.     |  Back  to  Life. 
The  Loudwatcr  Tragedy. 


Two-Shilling  Novels— continued. 

By  R.  A.  STERNBALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  R.  I.OUIS   STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nights.  |    Prince  Otto. 
BY  BERTHA   THOltlAS. 
Cressida.  |  Proud  Maisie. 

The  Violin-player. 
By  WAI.TER  THORNBUKY. 
Tales  for  the  Marines. 
Old  Stories  Re-told. 

T.  ABOl^PHUS  TROL.I.OPE. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  F.  EI.EANOB  TROr.l.OP£. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness.         |  Mabel's  Progress. 
By  ANTHONY  TROL.I.OPE. 

Frau  Frohmann.     I  Kept  in  the  Dark. 

Marlon  Fay.  |  John  Galdigate. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

The  American  Senator. 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 

By  J.  T.  TRO^VBRIDOE. 
Farnell's  Folly. 

By  IVAN  TUROENIEFF,  &0. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 
By  MARli  TWAIN. 
A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent. 
The  Gilded  Age. 
Mark  Twain's  Sketches. 
Tom  Sawyer.  |  A  Tramp  Abroad. 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 
Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court  of  King  Arthur. 

By  C.  C.  FRASER-TVTI.ER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTI.ER. 
The  Bride's  Pass.    I  Noblesse  Oblige. 
Buried  Diamonds.  |  Disappeared. 
Saint  Mungo'sCity.  I  Huguenot  Family. 
Lady  Bell.  |  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

What  She  Came  Through. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Citoyenne  Jaqueline. 
By  iUrs.  F.  II.  WII.L.IA1TISON. 
A  Child  Widow. 

By  jr.  S.  WINTER. 
Cavalry  Life.      |  Regimental  Legends. 

By  II.  F.  WOOD. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

By  r.ady  WOOB. 
Sabina. 

€EL.1A  PARKER  IVOOI^I^EY. 
Rachel  Armstrong;  or,  Love  &  Theology. 

By  EBIUUNO  YATES. 
The  Forlorn  Hope.  |  Land  at  Last. 
Castaway. 
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